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“ Tore Prorze is a great treasure-house filled to overflow- 
ing with delightful surprises, an ever-recarring joy. - Bufalo Times, 


— 


HARPER'S YOUNG PEOPLE, 


Aw WXXIX. 

The number for May 24 is an wnusually good one. Among tts 
contents may be found an article entitled “ The Miscroscope, and 
How to Use It—a Chapter for Beginners,” by Du. ALT C. 
Sroxes, author of “ Microscopy for nners” ; a story by Kirk 
called“ Why the Ready Ran wont "> anda 
pretty little story, “ Adventures of the 

Two very handsome engravings embellish this number, namely, 
“ The May-flowers,” drawn by J. Macpona Dn, the subject being taken 
from Wurrtirr’s poem of that title, and 
“DECORATION DAY IN A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD,” 

DRAWN BY CARL HIRSCHBERG. 
There are also illustrations to the two serials, ““ The Colonel's Mon- 
” by Lucy C. Lavin, and “ Two Fools and their Folly,” by H. 
. WELLS. 


An Scpprement is issued gratuilously with this 


wumber of Hanren’s WXxkTr. 
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New York, Sarvurnay, May 28, 1887. 


MR. O’BRIEN’S MISSION. 


0 R. O'BRIEN'S mission to Canada is within the 
letter of the law, and the Mayor of Toronto prop- 
erly telegraphed him that if he should come to speak 
in that city, although he thought it would be a very 
unwise proceeding, yet he should protect his exercise 
of the right of free speech. The Mayor, however, does 
not seem to have interposed very vigorously to keep 
order during the speech; and the next day, when 
walking through the streets, the orator was forced to 
fly before a mob, which apparently the police did 
not endeavor to disperse. The object of Mr, O'BRIEN 
seems to be, by a recital of the alleged cruelty of the 
Governor-General of Canada to his tenants in Ire- 
Jand, to arouse such a storm of public indignation 
in Canada against its Governor that the British gov- 
ernment would be compelled to recall him. This pro- 
ceeding of Mr. O'BRIEN would be equally lawful also 
in the United States. It would be lawful for him in 
the same way to excite the wrath of the Irishmen in 
this country against Lord LANSDOWNE, and against 
the British government if it did not recall him. But 
how would the sober and intelligent people of this 
country like to have it made the arena for the debates 
of British politics and for dictation to the British gov- 
ernment? The American people are rather sensitive 
to foreign interference with their own affairs, and 
even to strong expressions of opinion as to their con- 
duct. The course of the London Times, the attitude 
of the British government, and the tone of English 
society during our civil war renewed all the ancient 
hostility of American feeling toward England. Eng- 
land, mutatis mutandis, may be equally sensitive. 

The prosecution of an agitation in this country by 
personal denunciation of officers of the British gov- 
ernment for the purpose of affecting British legislation 
upon subjects entirely beyond our action is perfectly 
lawful, but it is not for that reason expedient or wise. 
It may stimulate and inflame a hostile feeling toward 
England, but it cannot be expected favorably to affect 
either British feeling or British legislation. Fifty 
years ago, when an Englishman, not content to de- 
nounce American slavery in England, bravely came 
to America to denounce it upon its own soil, he was 
mobbed and hunted and driven fi om the country. If 
Englishmen had organized vast societies and a thor- 
ough system of agitation in England against Ameri- 
can slavery, and had denounced Congress and the Ad- 
ministration, and raised vast sums of money to carry 
on the agitation here and to pay the election expenses 
and the maintenance of antislavery members of Con- 
gress, how would Americans have liked it? How much 
would it have advanced emancipation or promoted 

good feeling between the countries? No sincere Eng- 
lish foe of American slavery, who had also some fa- 
miliarity with human nature, would have regarded 
that as a policy fitted to produce the result which he 
desired. He would have said, Here is a great wrong, 
but it is one that can only be remedied by the Amer- 
ican people, and while everybody in the world may 
denounce the wrong, if everybody is wise he will bear 
that fact in mind, and aim to influence American opin- 
ion in a way that will promote and not defeat eman- 
cipation.” 

‘It is undoubtedly a mistake upon the part of Eng- 
lishmen to suppose that the sympathy with Ireland in 
the United States is wholly due to the desire of con- 
ciliating the Irish vote. That explains, of course, a 
considerable part of it—the fulminations of party con- 
ventions and the speeches of conspicuous demagogues. 
But there is a very general feeling, among those who 
despise what the Chicago Times calls this emission 
of flapdoodle” for party effect, that the solution of the 
Irish problem lies in a change of the spirit of English 
policy in Ireland, and that the present coercion bill 
will effect nothing, because it is conceived in the spirit 
under which Ireland has grown more and more dis- 
satisfied and alienated. The government says that it 
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is not a political bill, and is meant only to punish 
crime. The Irish reply that if the bill be modified so 
as to provide only for the punishment of crime, they 
will not oppose it. But this offer shows that the bill 
was more than a provision against crime, and that 
it was but another manifestation of the spirit which 
cannot possibly settle the question. The question 
with me,” said EpMunD BurRKE, in speaking of the 
American colonies, ‘‘ is not whether you have a right 
to render your people miserable, but whether it is not 
your interest to make them happy.” And again he 
says that British authority, unquestionable and su- 
preme in America as it rightfully was, could be pre- 
served in the actual condition of the colonies only by 
the greatest reserve in its application, particularly in 
those delicate points in which the feelings of mankind 
are the most irritable.” It is this kind of considera- 
tion which the English policy in Ireland has neglect- 
ed, and it is because Mr. GLADSTONE would return to 
it that his general position is approved in the United 
States. This approval, however, has nothing in com- 
mon with the political game for the Irish-American 
vote. 


THE CONVENTION OF COLORED CITIZENS, 


| ANOTHER sign of the times, and of the relaxation of 
old political and party ties, is the call for a National 
Convention of colored men at Indianapolis in July 
to promote organization for the national campaign of 
next year. The colored vote has been hitherto re- 
ed as so largely Republican that independent or- 
ganization of it would be futile. But this call implies 
a changed situation. Such a Convention will not 
be necessarily auxiliary to the Republican Conven- 
tion, and it is indicative of a disposition to pursue an 
independent course or to propose terms of alliance. 
This view is confirmed by the action of a colored as- 
sociation in Massachusetts, which intends to demand 
for a colored Republican a place upon the State tick- 
et at this year's election. There has been for some 
time evidence that the colored voters were not united 
in regard to the support of the Republican party, and 
the earnest pleas of FREDERICK DoUGLAss for an un- 
broken adherence to the historic party of emancipa- 
tion have been answered by other colored leaders that 
the colored voters are flattered by Republicans, but, 
in plain English, receive no equivalent for their aid. 

If this be the reason of the Indianapolis Conven- 
tion, however, it will not command public sympathy 
or respect. That Convention would then become but 
another sign of a tendency which every good citizen 
will oppose, a tendency to combine voters, not upon 
legitimate questions of public policy, but upon such 
irrelevant facts as race, or color, or birthplace, or oc- 
cupation, or religion. The classification and organ- 
ization of American citizens as Irish voters, or Ger- 
man voters, or colored voters, or Catholic voters, or 
Protestant voters, or labor voters, or capital voters, is 
for every reason to be deprecated. Parties of classes 
are not patriotic parties, and whatever tends to foster 
or to organize class feeling in this country is an anti- 
American tendency, and a tendency menacing liber- 
ty. If the Indianapolis Convention be designed to 
place the colored voters before the country as an ag- 
grieved class because they do not hold offices propor- 
tioned to their numbers, the leaders who have called 
the Convention should consider the light in which 
they choose to present themselves to their fellow-citi- 
zens. It is that of political mercenaries, of those 
who follow for the reward,” whose motive is not 
conviction, or patriotism, or the public welfare, but 
private and personal profit. That is certainly not 
the method to win public respect for colored voters. 
If the reported intention of such voters in Massachu- 
setts should prove to be correct, and they should de- 
mand a place upon the State ticket for a colored voter 
because he is a colored voter, and upon the under- 
standing that if it be not conceded the colored vote 
will be thrown against the ticket at the polls, will 
patriotic and self-respecting colored men be satisfied 
with the position in which as a body of voters they 
will be placed ? 

If there were any specific wrong inflicted by law 
upon colored citizens in Massachusetts, they would 
be perfectly justified in combining as colored voters 
at the polls to secure a redress of the grievance. Or 
if there were any national wrong done to them as a 
class by national authority, they would be taking a 
wise course to procure a remedy if they should agree 
as a class to vote for the party which would pledge 
itself to correct the wrong. But this is not the situa- 
tion. The treatment of which they complain is not 
remediable in the way that the Massachusetts colored 
voters propose. The ground of their complaint. is 
want of regard for them as a body. Do they think 
that regard will be increased by offering their votes 
in exchange for a nomination? The Convention at 
Indianapolis is to be deprecated as a class Conven- 
tion, and still more if the object be what it is alleged 
to be. But since it is called, and will undoubtedly 
assemble, its best service to its own cause will ‘be to 
disprove the allegation, and to exhort its members 
and the voters whom it represents to an intelligent 
political independence, to cast their votes next year 
for the candidate whose election seems to them to as- 
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sure honest and economical and wise administration, 
and to judge parties by their actual relations to living 
questions, if they can discover what those relations 


are. 


THE VEDDER BILL. 


In speaking of the New York Constitutional Con- 
vention bill we pointed out that the simplest way for 
the responsible majority of the Legislature was the 
most expedient way. The prompt passage of tlie 
original bill, which provided fairly for the composi- 
tion of the Convention and for its session this year, 
would have shown the people of the State that the 
majority was anxious honestly to comply with the 
popular mandate as expressed at the election. But 
by modifying the bill for a party advantage, and de- 
ferring its passage to the end of the session so that no 
Convention will be held this year, the majority out- 
raged public feeling, and lost completely the very 
party advantage it sought, however its action may 
have served the purposes of individual politicians. 
The same blunder has been committed in the case of 
the VEDDER bill, which was designed to propitiate the 
temperance vote. Again the majority by changing 
the bill revealed the fact that it had evidently another 
purpose—a party and not a public purpose—and again 
imperilled the very advantage at which itaimed. A 
legislative majority best commends its party to public 
confidence and support by legislating plainly for the 
public welfare, and not for personal or private objects. 

The object of the VEDDER bill is admirable. It pro- 
poses an additional tax upon the liquor traffic. Be- 
sides the license fees now collected and the present 
tax, the VEDDER bill assesses a tax of $400 upon first- 
class licenses in New York and Brooklyn, and $100 
upon the second-class, and $30 and $10 for the same 
grade of license in the country. This, however, was 
altogether too great a disparity, because, as Mr. 
Briaas, one of the late State Assessors, pointed out in 
a letter to the Evening Post, a tax of $10, in a village 
of less than 500 inhabitants, is not the profit on more 
than two gallons of whiskey sold at retail at a bar, or 
on twelve gallons of beer. Nevertheless the aim of a 
tax bill is good, because an additional tax properly 
adjusted would tend to reduce the number of saloons 
and to diminish the incentives to drunkenness. But 
obviously the money raised by the tax should be sub- 
ject to the same disposition as the proceeds of the 
license tax, and for the same reason. These proceeds 
are paid into the local treasury to defray the expenses 
imposed upon the locality by the sale of liquor. But 
the VEDDER bill was changed so as to pay them into 
the State Treasury. The injustice of this disposition 
appears at once from Mr. BRidds's statement that the 
taxes in New York altogether are about $30 per capita, 
while in St. Lawrence they are but $2 32. In 1886, in 
twenty-six counties of the State, the taxes were less 
than one per cent., in New York they were nearly 
two and one-half per cent., and in Kings nearly three. 
The weight of taxation in the city of New York falls 
upon the rent-payers, and half of the population live 
in tenement-houses. Yet the VEDDER bill proposed 
to take the money from New York and Brooklyn to 
relieve the farmers of their one-cent taxes.” ‘‘If the 
saloons,” says Mr. Briaas, ‘‘ pay $2,000,000 or more 
taxes every year in New York city, all the money 
should go into the city treasury. Why should Mon- 
roe County be relieved at the expense of New York 
city of nearly $80,320, Oneida County nearly $51,861, 
Onondaga County $60,448, Washington County 
$22,127, and Westchester County $79,273 ?” 


This plainly unfair provision justifies the remark 


of the Tribune, that the bill is especially advan- 
tageous to the interior tax-payers,” and that ‘‘in as- 
sessing New York and Brooklyn most heavily it re- 
lieves the rest of the State of a considerable burden 
of taxation”; that is to say, ‘‘the rural Republican 
tax-payers will gain by this heavy assessment of the 
Democratic city tax-payers. When this manifest in- 
justice for a manifest party purpose was made clear, 
the reply was that a certain proportion of the money 
would be returned to the cities; that is to say, the 
city tax-payers should be contented, because of one 
hundred dollars taken from them in this way seven- 
ty or eighty will be returned to them. This is the 
VEDDER bill, and this is the reason that it has been 
strenuously opposed by many who heartily approve 
an additional tax upon the liquor traffic, but who re- 
quire that it shall be laid fairly. For the majority 
of the Legislature the bill is another blunder, for the 
reason that it does not aim at a public benefit in a 
simple and unsuspicious way, but in trying to secure 
some other object again offers the Governor a plau- 
sible ground for a veto. Certainly our remark of 
last week is justified, that the Republican party of 
New York is ill-advised. 


MAYOR HEWITT. 


PROBABLY no citizen of New York, whether he 
voted for Mayor Hxwrrr or voted against him, now 
regrets his election. The Mayor has devoted himself 
to the duties of his office with an intelligence and en- 
ergy which have produced the most excellent results. 
The Mayor clearly comprehends what seemed to be 
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forgotten, that his office is largely concerned with the 
details of municipal comfort and convenience, and 
that while he is to take care that the great interests 
of the city do not suffer, he is also to remedy the petty 
abuses which are constantly invading the rights of 
the citizens. Mayor Hewitt has kept a watchful eye 
upon the larger subjects of his official responsibility, 
but he has not forgotten the smaller. The multiform 
nuisance of street obstructions, for instance—the occu- 
pation of the streets by carts and wagons, and their 
appropriation for storage of goods, and for barrels of 
garbage and refuse of every kind—has received his 
most careful and corrective attention. Such things, 
which are disagreeable in small towns, become great 
abuses in large cities. They are tolerated, however, 
from a good-natured regard for poor owners, or from 
the fact of long habit. They are, however, none the 
less wrongs upon the public, but only a Mayor of 
pluck and persistence and intelligent public spirit 
will deal with them effectively, as Mayor HEwrri has 
done. 

His character appears not less agreeably, in another 
way, in his strict enforcement of the Sunday liquor 
law. Laws should be either repealed orenforced. If 
they are inconsiderate, and outrun the public opinion 
which alone gives validity to special acts and secures 
respect for law in general, they should be modified. 
But while they remain laws they should be enforced, 
if for no other reason than to stimulate the demand 
for modification to bring them into accord with public 
feeling. The Mayor has enforced the law which for- 
bids the selling of liquor on Sunday. It applies to 
the sale of beer and light wines as well as to ardent 
spirits. The large part of the population which is ac- 
customed to beer or wine as a beverage upon holidays 
is deprived of them upon the chiefholiday. The beer 
which they can buy on every other day at dinner they 
cannot buy for the Sunday dinner. The law prohib- 
its it, and the Mayor has no discretion in enforcing 
the law. The public owes to his fidelity and tenacity 
the demonstration of the whole scope of the law, and 
it is enabled to decide whether it is a law which it de- 
sires to see maintained and enforced. It is evident 
that Mayor Hxwrrr will use all his authority and all 
his lawful power to compel obedience, and whether he 
succeeds or fails, with the resources at his present 
command, he will have discharged his full duty, and 
have performed a great public service. Whether the 
law can or cannot be effectively enforced, and wheth- 
er it is or is not expedient to enforce such a law, will 
be clearly shown by the wise and resolute action of 
the Mayor. 

Still another form of his official efficiency is the 
recommendation to the Legislature of certain desir- 
able legislation for the welfare of the city, signed by 
the Mayor and the chief municipal officers. The 
brief paper suggesting a proper provision for small 
parks, subways, etc., was a concise and conclusive 
document, bearing intrinsic evidence of the compe- 
tency of the advisers and the value of the advice. 
The Legislature acted promptly upon one of the chief 
recommendations, and the bill for additional parks in 
the city of New York is now a law. It is a very im- 
portant and beneficial law, giving to the Board of 
Street Opening power to locate and lay out parks be- 
low One-hundred-and-fifty-fifth Street as it may from 
time to time determine. The Board must apply to 
the Supreme Court to appoint Commissioners of Esti- 
mate, who are to estimate the loss and damage to 
owners of property to be taken for the parks. The 
report of the Commissioners is to be submitted for ap- 
proval to the Supreme Court upon the application of 
the Mayor and Aldermen. When confirmed, the title 
of the land passes to the city, and the cost of the im- 
provement, above the sum realized by assessments 
upon neighboring property which is benefited, is to be 
met by issuing city bonds. The law authorizes the 
transformation of masses of noisome human habita- 
tions into parks for the refreshment of the soul and 
body of the poorest people. It is a provision of 
moral and physical sanitation, and it is another good 
work of the Mayor. In all such services and duties 
there is nothing political. The Mayor is a Democrat, 
but he was elected by the votes of citizens of all par- 
ties. His course is another illustration of the desir- 
ability of totally separating from politics public duties 
which are in no sense political. 


THE NEW YORK QUARANTINE 
NOMINATIONS. 


GOVERNOR HN, of New York, has been playing a party 
game with the Republican majority in the Senate during 
the winter which is not very intelligible out of the State or 
even beyond Albany. But, as wo have said of the VEDDER 
bill, the simplest play would have been the best play for 
his Republican opponents. The Governor has just made 
four excellent nominations for the offices of Health-officer 
and of Quarantine Commissioner. The present incum- 
bents have held over for three or four years because the 
Senate would not confirm their successors. 

The situation is plain. The terms of four important 
State officers have expired. The Governor nominates four 
persons of acknowledged fitness and the highest character, 
two of whom are selected from each party, to fill the offices. 
The duty of the Senate is clear. It is promptly to consider 
the nominations, and to confirm or reject them. But if it 
should take that course in the present case it would do what 
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it has not dono in similar cases. The reason of the delay 
is not the public welfare, but it is well understood to be a 
difference in the majority arising from personal and fac- 
tional causes. The public naturally expects that the nom- 
inations of the Governor will be confirmed or rejected. 
What is the reason of the failure to do a public duty? 

The post of Health-officer is very lucrative, and he has 
been required to pay heavy assessments to the political 
committee of his party. One of the chief Republican poli- 
ticians in the State is ex-Senator PLatt, who is also one of 
the Quarantine Commissioners holding over. It is not his 
interest nor the interest of the party treasury that a Re- 
publican Health-officer should be succeeded by a Democrat. 
It is this combined interest which is understood to obstruct 
action upon the nominations for these offices. Meanwhile 
it is touching to observe that civil service reform is assert- 
ed to be the policy of the Republican party, and that the 
President is censured by Republican organs as a sad hum- 
bug upon that question. 


THE NEW RULES FOR PROMOTION. 


THE new rales for promotion in the civil service natural- 
ly excite a great deal of attention and discussion. But no- 
body who is familiar with the subject would deny that pro- 
motion by favoritism is exceedingly unjust to honest and 
efficient clerks who disdain the arts of propitiating the fa- 
vor of a superior officer. Nothing is fairer than a fair ex- 
amination for promotion. This is the first important point 
in the new scheme. Such an examination, however, natu- 
rally differs in its conditions and requirements from those 
of an examination for appointment. It proposes to ascer- 
tain the comparative proficiency and efficiency of those 
who are already in the service, and this necessarily supposes 
an examination of knowledge of official duties and the prac- 
tical discharge of them. 

This is the purport of the new scheme. The weight of 
the examination falls npon actual knowledge and the record 
of efficiency. When it is known that efficiency, determined 
by a daily record, punctuality, industry, good habits, cour- 
tesy, capability, promptness, and other executive qualities, 
with snitable understanding of official methods and their 
reason, will set off scholastic defects, and that promotion, 
like appointment, will depend upon proved merit, the be- 
neficent impulse will be felt throughout the service. Asa 
point of detail, it would have been better, in our judgment, 
to make the selection from the heads of the eligible list, 
because the principle is as practicable and as applicable in 
promotions as in original appointments. 

The compulsory part of the plan is naturally the most 
unpleasant to actnal incumbents. But in the present situa- 
tion, with the unwillingness of superior officers, often from 
humane and kindly motives, to insist upon removal even in 
flagrant cases, there is no better method to ascertain, with- 
out Abruptness or harshness, those who have ceased to be 
useful, than that offered by the rule. Presumably the clerk 
who is palpably unfit for a fourteen-hundred-dollar desk 
is unfit for a desk at twelve hundred dollars. The allega- 
tion that the whole scheme is a mere party trick is a mere 
party cry. Mr. LYMAN is the Republican Commissioner, 
and he would not probably condescend to an official trick 
to injure Republicans. And why should it be assumed that 
Republicans cannot hold their own in a fair examination :? 
If the examinations are not fair, of course the Commission- 
ers and Examiners are knaves. But we have not yet seen 
that accusation directly made in terms, although to charge 
important public officers with the malfeasance which such 
a trick would be is substantially to brand them as knaves. 


THE PRESIDENT’S RECENT LETTER AND 
SPEECH. 


THE President’s recent speech at the unveiling of the 
GARFIELD statue, like his letter upon the seizure of the 
GUILFORD MILLER farm, is a good illustration of the char- 
acter of the mau. The GUILFORD MILLER letter was a most 
timely and forcible declaration that the enormous and un- 
scrupulons grasping of land by the great railway companies 
must cease. “So far as it is the result of executive rules 
and methods,” says the President, “these should be aban- 
doned, and so far as it is a consequence of improvident 
laws, these should be repealed or amended.” The letter is 
so lucid and strong and resolute, and its position is so ob- 
viously just and reasonable, that it has been universally 
approved, and the company itself has taken action in ac- 
cordance with the President’s views. 

The President’s address at the GARFIELD statue was so 
manly and generous, and so wholly worthy of the occasion 
and of the Chief Magistrate, that it has extorted approval 
even from his unfairest political enemies. Its lofty tone, 
its total freedom from partisan feeling, its tender apprecia- 
tion of the character of GARFIELD and of his,tragical death, 
and its solemn warning against the cancerous evil in our 
political system which led to the assassination, make it the 
most striking and significant address from a President for 
many years. 

While the President thus attracts the general regard of 
the country, his party politicians busily decry him as no 
Democrat. But the more surely they convince the public 
that he is more mindful of the public welfare than of party 
advantage, the more certainly they defeat themselves and 
their purposes. If the best things that the President does 
are not Democratic, and not acceptable to the Democratic 
party, for what conceivable reason should any intelligent 
voter support the Democratic party? If Governor Hi. 
be the typical Democrat, does anybody seriously suppose 
that “ Democracy” would be more agreeable to the Amer- 
ican people :? 


A GOOD SUGGESTION. 


Tn Albany Evening Journal makes an excellent suggest- 
ion, occasioned by the result of the recent investigation by 
the Civil Service Commission of the Chicago Custom-house. 
It was alleged that the Collector had violated the law gov- 
erning appointments. But only unimportant witnesses ap- 
peared before the Commission, which had no power to com- 
pel the attendance of important witnesses. The Evening 
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Journal remarks the curious omission of the law to empower 
the Commissioners to administer oaths and compel attend- 
ance, and thinks that it was designed to rob the Commis- 
sion of the power that is generally intrusted even to a legis- 
lative investigating committee. 

This suggestion, however, is totally unfounded. The 
omission is unfortunate, but there was never a law drawn 
in more entire good faith or with more complete singleness 
of purpose than the civil service act. The question of pos- 
sible investigations by the Commission was not at all a 
prominent one, and it is not surprising that due provision 
for them was not made. There were many important sug- 
gestions for improving the law which experience would 
certainly develop, and this is one of them. As the duty of 
ascertaining in the first instance whether an officer has vio- 
lated the law is committed to the Commission, it should 
have ample power to make the discharge of its duty 
effectual. 

Otherwise an inquiry is at the mercy of chance, and its 
result can have no real weight. When all testimony is 
voluntary, nothing is easier than concealment of essential 
facts. The Journal chides the friends of reform that they 
have not moved in the matter and sought the necessary 
power for the Commission. They may justly reply that if 
this point has escaped them, there are a great many more 
important points which have not. 


CONSUL-GENERAL AT PARIS. 


THE appointment of Major J. L. RATHBONE, of California, 
formerly of Albany, as Consul-General at Paris, in place of 
Mr. GEORGE WALKER, substitutes for a singularly excellent 
officer a gentleman who will prove doubtless an excellent 
successor. We know no reason for the change except that 
Mr. WALKER is a Republican and Major RATHBONE a Dem- 
ocrat. During the seven years that he has occupied the 
post it is conceded, we believe, that Mr. WALKER has dis- 
charged every official duty with such intelligence, ability, 
and fidelity, and his gocial qualities have made him so gen- 
erally welcome and so satisfactory an American representa- 
tive, that he leaves a very high standard by which his suc- 
cessor will be judged, and which happily there is no reason 
to doubt that Major RATHBONE will maintain. 


PERSONAL. 


Mite. Rosa Bonnevr has written a note to Mr. S. P. Avery re- 
citing her gratification at the placing of her “ Horse Fair” in the 
Metropolitan Museum of Art. She has sent to Mr. Conxxtius 
VANDERBILT a similar epistle. Her handwriting is distinctively 
masculine, and she seems to have used a coarse steel-pen. The 
capital letters abound in flourishes, and she signs herself “ R. Box- 
nEvR.” Mr. Avery has an interesting series of portraits of the 
artist, taken at various periods in her career, the latest one show- 
ing a face of great dignity, strength, and contentment, crowned 
with luxuriant masses of gray hair. 

—The Rev. Henry J. Vanpyke, Jun., has been elected a member 
of the Authors’ Club. The Rev. Noau Porter, the Rev. James M. 
Lup.ow, and the Rev. E. P. Rox are also members. 

—Judge Lampert Tree, of Chicago, United States Minister to 
Belgium, and at present on a visit to this country, owns the most 
valuable residence lot in Chicago, it being a whole block, square, 
and worth over $1,000,000. It was the homestead of Mrs. Taxx's 
parents, early settlers in Chicago. 

—Mr. Tuomas Eakins, the well-known painter and lecturer on 
artistic anatomy, has nearly compjeted a monograph on the mus- 
cular action of the horse in moving, and the trajectory of its limbs. 
The work combines the results of his anatomical studies and his 
instantaneous photography, and will be published by the Universit 
of Pennsylvania. 

—Ben BULLWINKELE, who is said to have created the famous fire- 
insurance patrol of Chicago, and whose funeral occurred in that 
city last week, was a man of striking personal appearance. His 


habit of riding to fires on a big black horse made him still more ~ 


conspicuous, and everybody in the Western metropolis was famil- 
iar by sight with“ Big Ben,” who met his death by falling under 
his horse. 

—Mrs. Anna Lea Merritt, painter and author, has received a 
sufficient number of commissions for paintings to make her visit 
to this country most successful. 

—Rev. Tuomas Green, a Chicago Presbyterian divine, is an ar- 
dent admirer of base-ball, and attends the professional games reg- 
ularly, as do several other well-known ministers, Professor Davip 
Swine being among the number. 

—Dr. Horace Howarp Furness, the Shakespearian scholar, Mr. 
Frank Furness, the architect, and the other children and descend- 
ants of the late Mrs. Dr. Furness are about to erect a window to 
her memory in the First Unitarian Church in Philadelphia, of 
which her husband was so long pastor. 

Xr. J. R. Oscoon’s old epigram—that he lived in Boston so 
that he could go to New York, but that if he lived in New York 
where could he go to ?—has had a new meaning for members of 
the privileged classes since the Inter-State Commerce Bill cut off 
railroad 

Several of our wealthiest citizens are now organizing a grand 
trust fund for the benefit of American art and artists, and anoth- 
er has recently executed a codicil to his will that promises to effect 
great things in the same direction. 

rue new Catholic Bishop of Providence was a great favorite 
with the priests of the archdiocese of Boston, who presented him 
with a purse of three thousand dollars upon his promotion. A 
like sum was given him by his former parishioners of St. James's 
Church, Boston. : 

—vJust before her retirement, the Chinese Empress issued a de- 
cree advocating the development of the mining resources of the 
empire. She administered a severe rebuke to the provincial au- 
thorities who have thrown difficulties in the way of working the 
mines, and warned them that such conduct would not be tolerated. 

The new athletic organization of the Harvard men of muscle 
is to be called the Varsity Club, and will depend for its main 
strength upon graduates who were interested in athletics during 
their eollege course. The founders, who are also the first direc- 
tors, are Messrs. FraNKLIN Remincton, WILLIAX A. Brooks, ARTHUR 
P. Burn, ALERT F. Horx, F. C. Woopman, and Caaries Fran- 
crs Aba, 3d. 

—Joszerpn W. Wrxans, who died recently in San Francisco, was 
not only a successful lawyer, but was identified with nearly every 
educational and charitable movement in California for the last 
thirty years. He was a New-Yorker, and after graduating from 


Columbia College Law School, he, with some wealthy companions, 
fitted out a sailing vessel for a voyage to California. This was at 
the outbreak of the gold fever. When he reached Sacramento he 
found lawyers in such demand that he opened an office, and soon 
had a very lucrative practice. He was one of the trustees of the 
State University for ten years before his death. 
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THE DOWN-TOWN CLUB. 


Tux new Down-town Club House was formally 
opened on Friday last. Pine Street is hardly the 
place where a stranger would look for a club- 
house—at least for a club-house of any preten- 
sions. It is there, however, that there is to be 
found one of the most spacious and elegantly ap- 
pointed dining club houses on this side of the At- 
lantic. It is now several years since some mer- 
chants, bankers, and others of Wall Street and 
surrounding regions conceived the idea of being 
independent of the hotel-keepers and restaura- 
teurs, and of having the wants of the inner man 
supplied in some suitable place of their own, un- 
det their own management. Such an institution 
was organized, and accommodation was found at 
52 Pine Street. It was an immediate success. 
Later a desire was manifested for more elegant 
and more commodious quarters. Property was 
secured two doors farther down the street, and 
from designs furnished by Mr. C. C. Haientr, of 
111 Broadway, the present structure was reared. 
Fronting on Pine Street, with a width of some fifty 


"feet, and running back as far as Cedar Street, it 


has abundance of light in every part, thus present- 
ing a striking contrast to the older building. 

Adhering as closely as possible to the Roman- 
esque style, the architect has endeavored through- 
out to conform to modern requirements, and 
generally he has utilized the suggestions offer- 
ed in Ricnarpson’s Hygeia. Light, ventilation, 
good air, comfort, convenience—all these have 
been cared for. There are five floors in all, with 
coramodious cellarage. To the left of the main 
entrance is the office, and to the right are the 
reception-room and lavatory. A spacious hall, 
with Roman pavement, leads to coat-room on 
one side, to lunch counter on the other, to bar 
and pantry and to the large grill- room in the 
rear. On the second floor there are, in the 
front, the library; to the left, in the centre of 
the building, airy, well-lit lavatories and water- 
closets; farther on the wine-room; and then, 
in the rear, or Cedar Street side, a large café, 
forty feet by forty-seven. On the third floor 
there are large dining-rooms in front and rear, 
with service-room, elevators, vent shaft, speaking- 
tubes, and all other conveniences in the centre. 
The principal dining-rooms are on this floor. 
The fourth floor is so arranged as to meet the re- 
quirements of private parties. There are three 
private dining-rooms on this floor, one to the 
front, one in the rear, and one to the right cen- 
tre. Those on the front and rear are, by means 
of folding-doors, capable of being subdivided 
into smaller apartments, as occasion may call. 
Occupying the central space between are pantry, 
bath-rooms, service-rooms, gentlemen’s dressing- 
room, and ladies’ dressing-room. Permission to 
introduce ladies, members of the family, is a dis- 
tinctive feature of the institution. On the top 
floor, with its light from the roof, are the kitchen, 
ice-rooms, servants’ rooms, etc. The range is 
capable of cooking for four hundred people at 
one time. 
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THE FUNERAL SERVICES OF VICAR-GENERAL QUINN.—Daawn sr 


VOLUME XXXL, NO. 1888 


THE FUNERAL SERVICES OF 
VICAR-GENERAL QUINN. 


Nor since the funeral of Cardinal MoCLosarr 
has there been so imposing a scene in St. Pat. 
rick’s Cathedral as that which was witnessed on 
Wednesday last, on the occasion of the funeral 
services of Vicar-General Monsignor Quimm. At 
10.15, when the ceremony commenced, the im- 
mense edifice was filled in every part, at least 
four thousand persons being present. The scene 

inside the church was funereal, after the old 
style. Flowers were conspicuous by their ab- 
sence; and while the colors were sombre, there 
was no elaborate attempt at drapery. The cas- 
ket, under a black velvet pall, rested upon an in- 
clined dais at the head of the nave. The marble 
pillars within the chancel were covered with black 
cloth; so also were the organ and pulpit, and 
the spacious Fifth Avenue entrance was heavily 
and becomingly draped. Around the casket, on 
high silver candlesticks, were eight tall candles, 
and six were upon the altar, which, as is common 
at a requiem mass, was otherwise divested of or- 
naments. At the head of the bier stood two flag- 
bearers, with furled United States colors draped 
in crape. Colonel Cavanacnu and his staff, of 
the 69th Regiment, occupied front pews, white ten 
of the Papa] Zouave veterans, under command of 
Captain Jonn Kirwan, with furled flags in hand, 
stood as a guard of honor around the catafalque, 

Among the prelates present were, besides Arch. 
bishop Connidax, Archbishop Ryan, of Philadel- 
phia, Bishop Heatery, of Portland, Maine, Bishop 
McQuvuaw, of Rochester, Bishop McNixreney, of 
Albany, Bishop McManon, of Hartford, Bishop 
Loves, of Brooklyn, and Bishop O’Farrg.t, of 
Trenton. Of the lower orders of the clergy 
few of the better known were absent. The ser- 
vice of the mass was preceded by the regular 
office of the dead, the choristers being Father 

LemvugL, of the Cathedral, and his choir of 

boys, assisted by Father Sweeny, of St. Monica. 
Father Preston intoned and led the reading. 
This preliminary service having lasted about an 
hour, the Archbishop mounted the throne, and 
then, in the elevation of the Host, the most im- 
posing part of the ceremony was witnessed. Each 
white-robed priest held in his hand a lighted taper, 
and while Professor Pecuer led upon the organ, 
the vocal quartette rendered, in succession, Cug- 
RUBINI's “ Requiem Aternam,“ Mozart's Dies 
Ire,” Donizetti's “ Domine Jesu Christi,” and 
Cuervusini's “ Sanctus” and“ Agnus Dei.” 

The mass over, Bishop O’Farre tt, of Trenton, 
ascended the pulpit and delivered the oration. 
The panegyric was warm and enthusiastic, and 
was based on the words of St. Paul to Timothy, 
Labor like a good soldier of the cross.” After 
the sermon the remains were incensed, and Arch- 
bishop Corrigan pronounced the absolution. An 
hour later the Archbishop accompanied the body 
of the deceased Vicar-General to Calvary Cem- 
etery, where, after the final absolution, it was laid 
to rest in the Quinn family ground. | 
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TO CALL HER MINE.’ 


By WALTER BESANT, 


or Tux Went Very Wi. Tunx,“ “Art Sorts aun 
Conpitions or Men,” on Bearer,” Eero. 


CHAPTER XII. 
THE SECOND DREAM. 


Wuen Mary came in, about one o’clock, to clear the table and lay 
the cloth for dinner, she found her uncle in a very surprising con- 
dition. He was in tears—actually in tears. He had been weeping. 
How long ago was it since Daniel Leighan had been seen to weep? 
The misfortunes of his neighbors passed_over him, so to speak, and 
left him dry-eyed ; as for himself, he had met with no misfortunes 
in his life except the loss of his box of papers and the paralysis of 
his lower limbs. This is a grievous thing to endure, but a man— 
an old man—does not weep because one of the afflictions of age 
falls upon him. 

Yet Daniel’s eyes were wet with tears, and his papers lay un- 
touched upon the table, and he had turned his head unto his pil- 
lows, as Ahab turned his unto the wall. 

“ Why, uncle,” cried Mary, “ what ever is the matter?” 

“T wish I was dead, Mary! 
that it was all over!” 

“Why, uncle? Are you ill?” 


* Begun in No. 1584. 


I wish I was dead and buried, and 
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„No; I would rather be ill. I could bear any pain, I think, 
better than this.” 


“Then what is it? You are trembling. Will you take a glass 


of wine!“ 


„No; I can’t afford it. I can’t afford any luxury now, Mary. 
You will have to watch over every penny for the future.” 

What has happened, then?“ | 

Jam a miserable man. I have been miserable for six years, 
thinking over my papers; but I always hoped to find them. And 
now—” 

“ Now, uncle?” | 

“ Now they are found—that is all. They are found, and I had 
never really lost them till they were found.” 

Where were they, after all?“ 

“T cannot tell you, Mary. I only heard to-day—by post—by a 
letter—not by word of mouth—that they are found. And they 
are in the hands of a—of a villain; a villain, Mary, who will rob 
me of I know not what, before I get them back. Don’t ask me 
any more; don’t tell any one what I have said; I must have told 
some one, or I should have died. Don’t speak to me about it; I 
must think—I must think. Oh! never in all my life before did 
I have to think so hard.” 

He could eat no dinner; this morning’s business had taken 
away all desire for food. After dinner he refused his brandy and 
water, on the ground that he could no longer afford brandy and 
water. He also made pathetic allusions to the workhouse. 

Come, uncle,” said Mary,“ you will make yourself ill if you fret. 
You have said for six years that you had lost this money, and 
now you find that you really have lost it—if you have—and you 
cry over it as if it was a new thing. Nonsense about the work- 


rik 


ty 


111 


“A RILL OF CLEAR SPRING-WATER RUNNING 
INTO A BASIN.” 


house ; you are as rich as you were yesterday. Take your brandy 
and water. Here—I will mix it for you.” 

He took it, with many groans and sighs. | 

„Mary,“ he said, David has been here again. He says it is all 
a judgment.” 

All what, uncle?“ 

“All the trouble that has fallen upon me—the fall from the 
pony, the loss of the papers, the very paralysis; he says it is a 
judgment for my taking his land. Do you think that it is a judg- 
ment, Mary? Perhaps I was hard upon the boy; but one couldn't 
stand by and see a beautiful piece of property going to rack and 
ruin without stepping in to secure it. If I hadn’t lent him the 
money on mortgage, another would; if I hadn’t sold him up, 
another would—and it is all in the family; that’s what David 
ought to think, and not to come here swearing and threatening. 
In the family still; and who knows whether I sha’n’t leave it to 
him? I must leave it to some one, I suppose. If it is a judg- 
ment, Mary” He paused for a word of comfort. 

„Well, uncle,” she said, we are taught that we bring our suf- 
ferings upon ourselves; and be sure, if everybody was good, there 
would be a great deal less suffering in the world. Nobody can 
deny that.” | 

“ But not such a lot of judgment, Mary. All this fuss because 
David had to sell his farm, and I bought it! I can’t believe that. 
Why don’t other people get judgments, then ?” 

“ Patience, uncle. Think, whatever happens now about that 
money, that it was lost six years ago.” 

“Ah! you keep on saying that. You don't understand what 
it is to have the thing you had despaired of recovering dangled 
before your eves and then taken away again. What does a wo- 
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man understand about property? David laughed. 
There's something come over David. He is just 
as slow as ever in his speech and in his ways, 
but he’s grown clever. No one could have guess- 
ed that David could go on as he went on here 
this morning.” 

„What has David to do with it, uncle?” 

“With the property? Nothing, Mary, no- 
thing,” he replied, hastily. “ Don’t think that he 
has anything to do with it.” He groaned heavily, 
remembering bow much, how very much, David 
had to do with it. 

“Can I do anything? Cah George do any- 
thing!“ 

„George would like to see me wronged. It is 
an envious world, and when a man gets forward 
a bit—” 

“Uncle! it is not true that George would like 
to see you wronged.” 

„Then there is one thing he could do. It 
seems a big thing, but it is really a little thing. 
If George would do it, I would —I would —I 
would—no: because I should only lose the mon- 
ey another way.” 

“You mean you would give your consent, un- 
cle?” 

“No, no; I can’t do that. I couldn’t yester- 
day; much less to-day, Mary.” 

„Well, what is this thing that George could 
do for you?” 

“ A villain has got my property, Mary. George 
might go and take itfrom him. If I had the use 
of my limbs, I'd dog and watch that villain. I 
would find out where he had put the property. 
1 would tear it out of his hands if I could get it 
no other way. Old as I am, I would tear it from 
his clutches.” 

„George can hardly do that for you, uncle. 
Especially when you refuse your consent to our 
marriage, and are going to drive him out of Sid- 
cote, as you drove David out of Berry.” 

Mr. Leighan shook his head impatiently. 

“It’s business, girl; it’s business. How can 
I help it!“ 

Well, then, uncle, if you are in real trouble, 
send for George, and let him advise you.” 

“ George—advise—me/ Mary, my dear, when 
I begin to want advice of any man, send for the 
doctor and order my coffin. I might use George's 
arms and legs; but my own head is enough for 
me, thank you.” 

He said no more, but took his pipe and began 
to smoke it. 

“There is another way,” he said. “But I 
doubt whether you have sufficient affection for 
your uncle to try that way.” 

“Is it something that I could do? Of course 
I will do it, if I can.” 

“Will you? It’s this, girl. Hush! don't tell 
anybody. It’s this: David has got a secret that 
I want to find out. How he got hold of the se- 
cret I don’t know, and so I can’t tell you. Some- 
body has told him this secret. Now,” his voice 
sank to a whisper, “ David was always very fond 
of you, Mary; and he is that sort of man as a 
woman can do what she pleases with him. Pre- 
tend to let him make love to you—pretend that 
you are in love with him. Wheedle the secret 
out of him, and then tell me what it is.” 

“ And what would George say while I was play- 
ing this part? Uncle, if you have such thoughts 
as that, you may expect another judgment.“ 

He groaned, and went on with his pipe. Then 
he took a second glass of brandy and water, be- 
cause he was a good deal shaken and agitated. 
Then he finished his pipe in silence, laid it down, 
and dropped asleep. 

But his slumber was uneasy, probably by rea- 
son of his agitation in the morning; his head 
rolled about, he moaned in his sleep, and his 
fingers fidgeted restlessly. At four o'clock he 
woke up with a start and a scream, glaring about 
him with terror-stricken eyes, just as he had done 
once before. 

“Help!” he cried. “Help! He will murder 
me! Oh! villain, I know you now! I will re- 
member — I will remember!” Here the terror 
went suddenly out of his eyes, and he looked 
about him in bewilderment. 

“Mary! I remembered once more. Oh! I saw 
80 clear—so clear!—and now I have forgotten 
again. This is the second time that I have seen 
in my dream the man who took my papers and 
my gold—the second time! Mary, if it comes 
again, I shall go mad. Oh! to be so near, and 
to have the villain in my grasp—and to let him 
go again! Mary, Mary—the loss of the money, 
and the dream, and your cousin David—all to- 
gether—will drive me mad!“ 


CHAPTER XIII. 


THE. CANVAS BAG, 


Tris was truly an auspicious evening for me to 
resent myself with my newly recovered bag. 
owever, ignorant of the morning storm, I walk- 
ed along, thinking how I would give the old man 
an agreeable surprise. 

His room, when I called, about eight o’clock, 
was gloomy and dark, the windows closed and 
the blinds half down, though outside the sun was 
only just-setting. Mr. Leighan was sitting still 
and rigid, brooding, I suppose, over David's ter- 
rible threats. His sharp face was paler, and his 
steel-blue eyes were keener and brighter, than 
usual. He was thinking how he should meet this 
danger, and how he could persuade or bribe or 
terrify David into submission and surrender of 
the papers; and there appeared no way. 

„What do you want?“ he cried, sharply. 
“ What do you come here for? Iam in no mood 
for idle ing. 

“yg — your business, Mr. Leighan, if 
you call that idle prating.” 

“ My duginess ? I don’t remember that I ever 
had »hy:bueiuess with you, Mr. Will Nethercote. 
I only have business with people who have 
money.” 
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“True; and I have none for you to get hold of, 
neither land nor money; that is very true. Yet 
I am come on your business.” 

Tell it, then, and leave me. Young man,” he 
said, pitifully, “I am old now, and I am in griev- 
ous trouble, and I cannot see my way out of it. 
Don’t mind if I am a little impatient.” 

“I won't mind, Mr. Leighan. Meantime I have 
come to please you.” 

“You can’t. Nothing can me now, un- 
less you can make me young and strong, and able 
to throttle a villain—that would please me.” 

“TI cannot do that. Yet I am sure that I shall 
please you.” 

“Go on, then; go on.” 

Then I began, with the solemnity with which 
oue leads up to a dramatic situation. 

“Six years ago, Mr. Leighan, you said that you 
had been robbed of a bag with twenty pounds in it.” 

“A bundle of papers and a bag with twenty 
sovereigns. I did. Good heavens! one man 
comes in the morning about the papers, and an- 
other in the evening about the money! Go on, 

on—lI can bear it all.” 

“There is nothing to bear, I assure you, Mr. 
Leighan,” I said, a little nettled. “Come, it is 
all very well to be impatient, but there are 
bounds—” 

“Go on; let me get it over.” 

„Was that bag of yours a brown canvas bag 
with your initials, D. L., on it?“ 

1 thought so,” he replied, strangely. “So 
you too are in the plot, are you? And you are 
come to tell me that I shall have the bag back 
without the money, are you? You in the plot? 
What have I ever done to you!“ 

“T have not the least idea what you mean. 
Who is in a plot? What plot?“ 

“ George, I suppose, will appear next with an- 
other piece of the conspiracy. You are all ina 
tale.” 

„ think I had better finish what I have to 
say as quickly as possible. You are in a strange 
mood to-night, Mr. Leighan, with your plots and 
conspiracies—a very strange mood! Is this your 
ba ** 

ae it and gave it to him. 

“Yes; it is the bag I lost. I never lost but 
one bag, so that this must be the one. As I said 
—the bag without the money. Well, I don’t care. 
I have had greater misfortunes—much greater. 
You have come to tell me that the bag was put 
into your hands.” 

“Not at all. I found the bag; I found it on 
the top of Hamil Down, hidden beside the Grey 
Wether Stone.” 

“Very likely.” He tossed the bag aside. 
“ Why not there as well as any other place, when 
the money was once out of it!“ 

“ But suppose the money was not taken out of 
it?” 

He laughed incredulously. 

“ In short, Mr. Leighan, the money was not tak- 
en out of the bag. It was hidden away at the 
foot of the Grey Wether Stone, where I found it 
by the accident of poking my stick into the place 
where it lay. I heard the clink of the money, 
and I pulled it out; and here, Mr. Leighan, are 
your twenty sovereigns.” 

I took them from my pocket, and laid them on 
the table in a little pile. His long lean fingers 
closed over them, and he transferred them swift- 
ly to his pocket without taking his eyes off my 
face, as if he feared that I might pounce upon the 
money. 

“And what, young man, do you ask for your 
honesty in bringing me back my money ?” 

„Nothing.“ 

“ You might have kept it. I should have been 
none the wiser. You are rich, I suppose, or you 
would have kept it. Many young men would have 
kept it. Can I offer you a pound—yes, a pound! 
—for vour honesty ?” 

No, thank you, Mr. Leighan; I do not want a 
reward for common honesty. Besides, you must 
thank George Sidcote, not me. It was George 
who discovered that it was your money.” 

“As you please—as you please. In London 
you are so rich, I suppose, with your writing, that 
you can afford to throw away a pound well earned. 
As you please.” 

Nobody ever believed that you were robbed, 
Mr. Leighan,” I went on. But tlie finding of 
the money seems to show that you really were 
robbed while you were insensible. Perhaps we 
shall find the papers too, some day.” 

“ Perhaps we shall,” he said. “If they are in 
the hands of rogues and villains, I shall be much 
the bettér for it.” 

“ At any rate, it shows that you did not give 
the money to anybody.” 

“Give the money! Will, you are a fool. Did 
you ever know me give money to anybody ?” 

“ Certainly I never did.” 

“Well, then, enough said about my robbery. 
It is strange, too; both on the same day—” 1 
knew not then what he meant. Both on the 
same day—and after six long years. What can 
this mean ?” 

I can readily understand now, and by the light 
of ail that we have learned, my extreme dulness 
in having such a clew and not being able to fol- 
low it up without hesitation. It was, of course, 
not the act of a common thief to steal a bag of 
gold and hide it away. And I had seen with my 
own eyes à man search for and find among the 
fallen stones of Grimspound a mysterious box, 
which he carried away stealthily. Yet I failed to 
connect David’s box with Daniel’s papers. To be 
sure, he had, so to speak, thrown me off the scent 
by speaking of his uncle’s accident as having hap- 
pened after his own departure. And I thought 
of the papers as in a bundle, not as in a box; 
and, besides, I had formed a strong theory as to 
the contents of tue box. 

Yet if there was one man in the place who 
owed Dan Leighan a grudge it was his nephew. 
That should have been remembered. But again, 
that David should find his uncle lying senseless 


in the road, and should rob him and go on his 
way without attempting to give him the least help, 
was not to be thought of; it was incredible. 

It is, I believe, a fact that novelists cannot in- 
vent any situation so wild and incredible but that 
real life will furuish one to rival and surpass it. 
In the same way, there is nothing in baseness, in 
cruelty, in selfishness, in revenge, that can be 
called impossible. For this is exactly what Da- 
vid had done. The box which I saw him take 
from the fallen wall of Grimspound contained his 
uncle’s bundle of papers; and the trouble that was 
hanging over this poor old man was the torture 
prepared for him, and already hanging over his 
head, of being slowly pillaged, and forced day by 
day to consent to new extortion. 

“Tt seems as if the papers were stolen—now, 
doesn’t it?” said Mr. Leighan. I suppose you all 
thought I was drunk, and put them somewhere, 
and then fell off the pony? Yes; I’ve known 
all along that you thought that. Well, I was not 
drunk; I was as sober that night gs I am to-night. 
I used to wonder who the robber was. Now I 
don’t care to inquire; it is enough for me that I 
have been robbed, and that I am going to be 
robbed again.” 

„Why again, Mr. Leighan ?” 

“Never mind why. Will,” he said, eagerly, 
“tell me—I never did any harm to you; you've 
never had any land to mortgage—tell me, do 
vou know nothing of the papers? When you 
found this bag did you hear nothing about the 
papers 

“T heard the wind singing in my ears, but it 
said nothing about any papers.” 

“ Are you sure that you know nothing?” He 
peered into my face as if to read there some evi- 
dence of knowledge. 

“I know nothing. How should I?” 

“Well, it matters little; I am not concerned 
with the robber, but with the man who has them 
now. I must deal with him; and there you 
cannot help me, unless—no, no, I cannot ask it: 
you would not help me.” 

“ Anyhow, Mr. Leighan, you've got your twen- 
ty pounds back again. Thatis something. Con- 
feas that you are pleased.” 

“Young man, if you torture a man all over 
with rheumatic pains, do you think he is pleased 
to find that they have left his little finger, while 
they are still like red-hot irons all over the rest 
of his body? That is my case.” 

“TI am sorry to hear it. At the same time, 
twenty pounds, as I said before, is something.” 

It's been lying idle for six years. Twenty 
pounds at compound interest—I don’t spend my 
interest, I promise you—would now be six-and- 
twenty pounds. I've lost six pounds.” 

I laughed. A man who knows not the value 
of interest laughs easily. I expect, therefore, to 
go on laughing all the days of my life. 

“ As for the papers, there’s a dead loss of one 
hundred and fifty pounds a year. Think of that! 
All these years I’ve waited and hoped—yes, I've 
prayed — actually prayed — though there is no 
form of supplication which meets my case—that 
I might get my papers back again. Three thou- 
sand pounds there are, among these papers, be- 
sides the certificates and things that I could re- 
place. Nearly all Mary’s fortune lost.” 

“No,” I said. “Don’t flatter yourself that 
you lost any of Mary's money, It was your own 
money. You are trustee for Mary’s fortune, re- 
member, and you will have to pay it over in full.” 

He winced and groaned. 

“Three thousand pounds! With the interest 
it would now be worth nearly four thousand 
pounds at five per cent. And now all as good 
as lost!“ 

Well, Mr. Leighan, I am sorry for you, very 
sorry, particularly as you will have to find that 
fortune of Mary’s very soon.” 

“Shall I, Master Will Nethercote? I shall 
give Mary lier fortune when I please; not at all, 
unless I please. Mary has got to be obedient 
and submissive to me, else she won't get any- 
thing. When I give my consent to her mar- 
riage, and not till then—not till then—I shall 
have to deliver up her fortune. Good-night to 
you, Will Nethercote.” 


— 


CHAPTER XIV. 
DRINK ABOUT. 


Dcurine these days David led the life of a soli- 
tary. He sometimes went to the inn, but only to 
get his bottle of whiskey filled; he went to the 
village shop on the green to buy what he wanted, 
and he kept wholly to himself. Except for that 
daily visit to Gratnor, he talked with no one. 

From time to time I met him leaning over 
field gates, loitering along the lanes, or sitting 
idly under the shade of one of our high hedges. 
I supposed that his loafing and wandering life 
had made work of any kind distasteful to him. 
But then he never had liked work. His face 
was not a pleasant one to gaze upon, and for a 
stranger would have been terrifying. It was 
now, as regards expression, such a face as one 
might have met on Hounslow Heath or Shep- 
herd’s Bush in the last century, with a fierce 
“‘stand-and-deliver” look upon it—dogged, sul- 
len, and discontented+—the face of a man outside 
social law. He was Bullen and discontented be- 
cause he was always brooding over his wrongs; 
and dogged because he was pitilessly avenging 
them. At this time we knew from Mary that he 
went nearly every day to Gratnor, but we had 
no suspicion of what was said or done there. 
My own thoughts, indeed, were wholly occupied 
with the fortunes of George Sidcote, and I gave 
small heed to this sulky hermit. Yet had one 
thought about it, remembering how the man came 
home in rags, and now went clad in the * of 
a respectable farmer, and denied himself nothing, 
one might have suspected something at least of 
the trouble which was hanging over the poor old 
man. 
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“ David,” I asked him, meeting him one day 
face to face so that he could not slip out of the 
way, “why do you never come over to Sidcote ? 
Have we offended you in any way!“ 

No,“ he replied, slowly, as if he was thinking 
what he ought to reply—“ no; I don’t know ex- 
actly that you have offended me.” 

Then why not come sometimes ?” 

“Why not?” he re 

“Come over this evening and tell us what you 
think about doing.” 

„No; I don't think I can go over this even- 


„Well, then, to-morrow evening.” 

“No; I don’t think I can go over to-morrow 
evening.” 

“Choose your own time, but come before I go 
back to London.” 

When are you going back to London?“ 

“ Next week.” 

“George will be turned out of his place be- 
fore the end of the year. The old man told me 
so. Then he'll go too. Mary says she'll go 
with George. Then I shall be left alone with 
Uncle Dan.” He laughed quietly. “I think I 
shall go and live at Gratnor, and take care of 
him. We shall have happy times together, when 
vou are all gone and I am left alone with 
him.” 

Why, David, you wouldn’t barm the poor old 
man now, would you!“ 

Not harm him? not harm him? Did you ask 
him six years ago if he was going to harm me? 
Will he harm George Sidcote now ?” 

You cannot force a man to be sociable, nor 
can you force him to entertain thoughts of char- 
ity, forgiveness, and long-suffering. I made no 
more attempts to lead the man back to better 
ways and the old habits. 

The place where David lodged was a cotta 
made up by partitioning off a portion of the old 
farm-house of Berry; the other portion, intended 
for another cottage, was without a tenant. The 
place stands among the dismantled farm build- 
ings, for Berry Farm is now worked with Grat- 
nor. Around it was formerly the farm-yard, but 
the ducks and poultry, the pigs and cows, the 
dogs, the farm implements, and all the litter, 
mess, and noise of a farm, are gone now, and only 
the gates remain to show what formerly went on 
here. On the south side of the farm-yard there 
is a rill of clear spring - water running into a 
basin, and bebind the rill rise the steep sides of 
Hayne Down. It is a quiet and secluded spot, 
with not a habitation of any kind within half a 
mile, and that only on one side- There are trees 
all round the place, and in the night a man liv- 
ing here alone would hear strange noises, and 
perhaps bring himself to see strange sights. 
But David, who had got rid of one ghost, had 
not yet, I believe, invented another. If one were 
sentimental, David might be portrayed alone in 
the cottage, sad, amid the pale ghosts of the 
past; he might be depicted sitting among the 
shadows of his childhood, before he took to drink 
and evil courses, recalling the long-lost scenes of 
innocence, listening once more to the voice of his 
dead mother. All this might be easily set down, 
but it could not be true: David had had enough 
of ghosts, and was not going out of his way to 
look for any new ones. There is no doubt a 
luxury in conjuring up a ghost of any one, but 
if you have had one with vou against your will 
for six years, you are not likely to want another 
when that one is laid. 

One evening, toward the end of August, we 
had been walking with Mary on the Ridge till 
sunset drove us home. Then we left her at Grat- 
nor, and walked back to Sidcote ; but as the night 
was cool and fine, we took the longer way, which 
lies over Hayne Down and passes through Berry 
farm- yard. Certainly we had no intention of 
prying into David’s private habits, but they were 
forced upon our notice, and a very curious in- 
sight was afforded us of how he spent his even- 
ings. It speaks volumes for a man when we find 
that his idea of a cheerful evening is a song and 
“a glass with a festive company. I was once on 
board ship, sitting in the smoking saloon, when 
some one asked what we should all like for that 

evening. Some spoke untruthfully, some affect- 
edly, some bashfully, some with an open-hearted 
candor which astonished. At last one man, a 
quiet person in the corner, said, For my part, 
gentlemen, give me an evening with a party of 
Norfolk drovers.” Ever since that evening I 
have ardently desired to spend an evening in 
such company, but I have not succeeded. 
David had been there he would have replied that 
he should choose a company where the drink was 
unlimited and the songs were convivial. 

It was not much past eight, and twilight still. 
It had been a hot day, and the evening was still 
warm, though not oppressive. David, however, 
had put up the green shutter which by day hung 
down outside the window, and he had closed 
the door. But in a cottage shutter there is al- 
ways a lozenge-shaped hole at the top, and 
through this we perceived that there was a light 
in the room. 

“ David is at home,” said George. “Shall we 
call upon him ?” 

Then—it was the most surprising thing I ever 
heard—there was suddenly a burst of applause 
from the room. Hands and fists banged the ta- 
ble, glasses rang, heels were drummed upon the 
floor, and there was the bawling of loud voices, 
as it seemed. 

“Good heavens!” said George; “ David has 
got a party.” 

We stopped, naturally, to listen. 

Then a song began. 

It was a drinking song, roared at the top of his 
voice by David himself. The song was one which 
I had never heard before, probably of American 
or Australian origin. As nearly as I can remem- 
ber, the following were the words which we heard. 
But I may be wrong, and there were, perhaps, 
many more. The words are so sweet and tender, 
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and have about them so much of delicacy and re- 
finement, that I am sorry there are no more: 
Push the can about, boys, 
Turn and turn about, boys, 
Till the liquor’s ont, boys, 
Let the 14 . 
man nd, 

his son boys, 

Till we all are drowned, boys, 


David is obliging the company,” I said. “Tis 
a pleasing ditty, George.” 

He sang, as I have said, as loudly as he possi- 
bly could baw! it, in a voice naturally ropy; and 
as bis musical education had been neglected, and 
his ear was defective, the tune was the most dis- 
mal and doleful I had ever heard. But, no doubt, 
he took it to be convivial and soul-inspiring. 

When he had finished there was another bang- 
ing of tables, holloaing, and stamping on the floor. 

Who can the company be?“ asked George. 

David began the song again, and repeated it 
half through. Then he left off suddenly, and 
there was a dead silence. 

We listened, waiting to hear more. There was 
a dead silence; not a sound. 

„What is the matter with them all?“ 

“TI believe they are all struck dumb,” said 
George. 

The silence was complete. 

“T have it,” said George. “I believe he is 
iving a party to himself in his own honor. He 
s all alone, and is having a convivial evening. It 

is very queer; makes one feel uncanny, doesn’t 
it 9”? 


This, indeed, was actually the case. Fancy 
holding a convivial meeting—a friendly lead—a 
harmonic evening—a free and easy—a singsong 
—all by yourself in a cottage half a mile from any 
other house, with the flowing bowl and glasses 
round, and three times three, and, no doubt, a doch 
and darroch to end with ! 

“T think, George,” I said, “that David must 
have gone very low indeed. He could not have 
got much lower. There must be a depth, at some 
point, where a sinking man meets with the solid 
rock.” 

“Perhaps. The Lord keep us from beginning 
to sink! Will, do you think it possible, when 
that old man has taken my land, and I have gone 
wandering about the world, and have come home 
in rags, that I should ever sink like David—and 
drag Mary with me?” , 

“ Nay, George; it is impossible.” 

Then the roisterer began again, his voice being 
now distinctly that of a man half drunk, from 
which we gathered that the interval of silence 
had been well employed: 

Every man is bound, boys, 
To tee his song — 
and then we went on our way. It seemed shame- 
ful even to listen. 

And all the time, every day, this man who got 
drunk at night alone was carrying on, slowly and 
ruthlessly, the most systematic revenge, with the 
most exquisite tortures. Every day he went to 
Gratnor and dangled before his victim some of 
his property, and made him buy it back bit by 
bit, haggling over the bargain ; letting his uncle 
have it one day cheap, so as to raise his spirits, 
and the next at nearly its full value, so as to 
crush him again; and even at times, after an 
hour’s bargain over a single coupon, he would 
put it in the fire and destroy it. 

When David went away, the poor old man 
would fall to weeping; this hard, dry old man, 
whom nothing ever moved before, would shed 
tears of impotent and bitter rage. But he re- 
fused to tell Mary what was troubling him. 

“T can’t tell you what it is,“ he said. “You 
don’t know what the consequences might be if I 
told you. Oh, Mary, I am a miserable old man! 
I wish I was dead and buried, and that it was all 
over—lI wish it was all over!” 

There are many men who, when anything goes 
wrong with them, when Retribution—a very hor- 
rid spectre—comes with a cat-o’-nine tails to pay 
them out, or when Consequence — another very 
ruthless spirit — brings along disease, poverty, 
contempt, or other disaster, never fail to wish that 
they were dead and buried. It is a formula ex- 
pressing considerable temporary vexation, but lit- 


tle more. For if the well-known skeleton were 


to take them at their word, and to invite them to 
take part with him in a certain festive procession 
and dance, they would make the greatest haste 
to excuse themselves, and to express their sincere 

at having given Madame la Mort the trou- 
ble of calling upon them. Another time, per- 
haps, if Madame should be passing that way; 
but, indeed, there is no hurry; if Madame will be 
so obliging as to— Good - morning, Madame. 
Again, a thousand pardons.” Mr. Leighan, per- 
haps, was more sincere than most men, for he 
loved but one thing in the world, and this was 
being slowly taken from him, bit by bit. 

“It is something,” said Mary, “to do with Da- 
vid. I will go and speak to him about it.” 

„No, Mary; no!” he cried, eagerly. “Mind 
your own business, child. Don't attempt to in- 
terfere, Oh! you don’t know what might hap- 
pen if you interfered.” 

“It is David, then. Very well, uncle, I shall 
not ask him what it is.“ 

I can’t tell anybody, Mary; I must bear it in 
patience. If I resist I shall only lose the more. 
Mary, we've got to be very careful in the house- 
keeping now—very careful.” 

“T am always careful, uncle.” 

“There was a pudding again to-day. I can’t 
afford any more puddings for a long while—not 
till Christmas. And I’m sure there’s waste and 
riot in the kitchen.” 

“ Nonsense, uncle! You not afford a pudding! 
Now remember, you are not to be starved, and 
there's no waste or riot. Now I'll mix your 
brandy and water, and you can have your pipe, 
and go to sleep“. 
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CHAPTER XV. 
WITH THE BEST INTENTIONS. 


I TERMINATED my holiday with a meddling and 
a muddling. Of course I was actuated by the 
best intentions. Every meddler and muddler is, 
otherwise he might be forgiven. 

I was going back to town; it would be eleven 
months before I should get another holiday; long 
before that time Sidcote would be out of George’s 
hands, and the pair would be married and gone. 
Was it possible to make an appeal to the old 
man? Could one touch him with the sense of 
gratitude? Could one make him feel that in his 
own interests he should not drive away the only 
living creature who stood between himself and 
the hired service of strangers? Could one make 
him see that it would be far better for him to 
give the money to Mary than to David? 

I made my attempt—needless to say, since it 
was meddling and muddling, with no success— 
on my last evening at Challacombe, when. the 
old man had taken his tea, and might reasonably 
be expected to be milder than during the press 
of business in the morning. 

I had not seen him for three weeks. Remem- 
ber that for more than three weeks David had 
been pursuing his scheme of revenge. I was 
struck with the change that had come over him 
during this short period. It was that subtle 
change which we mean when we say that a man 
has “aged.” In Mr. Leighan’s case, his hands 
trembled, he looked feebler, and there was a loss 
of vitality in his eyes. 

„What do you want?“ he asked, impatiently. 
“You are come for Mary? Well, she isn’t here. 
You ought to know that she always goes out af- 
ter tea. You will find her somewhere about— 
on the Ridge, or down the lane, somewhere.” He 
turned his head and took up his pen again. I 
observed that he was poring over a paper of fig- 
ures. 

“No, Mr. Leighan; I came to see you.” 

What do you want with me? Money? No; 
you are one of the people who don’t want money. 
The last time you came you brought me my bag, 
withthe twenty pounds in it. That was very lit- 
tle good, considering; but it was something. 
You haven’t got another bag of money, have 

ou?” 

„No; I have come to see you about George 
and Mary.” 

“Go on, then. Say what you want to say. 
When a man is tied to his hair he is at the 
merey of every one who comes to waste his 
time.” 

This was encouraging. However, I spoke to 
him as eloquently as I could. I told him he 
ought to consider how Mary had been his house- 
keeper and his nurse for six long years, during 
which he had been helplessly confined to his 
chair. If he refused his consent to her mar- 
riage she would go away, not only from his 
house, but from the parish ; he would be left in 
the hands of strangers, who would waste and 
spoil his substance. I thought that would move 
him. 

“ Young man,” he said, “I never asked for or 
expected any other service than what is paid for. 
Mary’s services have been paid for. If she goes 
I shall find another person, who will be paid for 
her services,” 

“Nay,” I replied, you cannot possibly rate 
Mary’s services with those of a paid house-keep- 
er. You will very soon find the difference. 
However, if that is your way of looking at the, 
matter, I can say no more.” 

Then I spoke of George, and of his mortgage. 
If Mr. Leighan gave his consent, no money would 
be lost, because Mary’s fortune would pay off 
nearly the whole of the mortgage. And, be- 
sides, he would keep Mary near him, if not with 
him. A great deal more I said, which need not 
be set down. 

“Young man,“ he said, when I concluded, 
you are a writing person, and you speak as if 
you were writing for the newspaper which em- 
ploys you. Business you know nothing of. But, 
young man, sentiment must not come in the way 
of business.” 

I exclaimed that it was not sentiment, but 
common-sense, gratitude, and good feeling. 

As for common-sense, tliat belongs to busi- 
ness; as for gratitude, Mary has had her board 
and her bed, and she’s done her work to earn 
her board and her bed; I don’t see any call for 
gratitude there; as for good feeling, that’s my 
business. Now, young man, George Sidcote’s 
land is mortgaged. As he says he can no long- 
er pay the interest, I have sent up the case to 
London and have got the usual order; he has 
six months in which to pay principal and inter- 
est. At the end of that time, because he can’t 
and he won't pay, his land will be mine. As 
for what is done afterward, I promise nothing.” 

“ You will lose Mary, for one thing.” 

„ have told you that I, in that case, shall hire 
another person.” 

“Very well. You will have to pay Mary’s 
fortune to her cousin David, because she will 
marry without your consent.” 

“ Have the goodness, Mr. Will Nethercote, to 
leave me to my own affairs.” 

“This affair is mine as well as yours. Do 


you prefer David to Mary? You must choose 


between them, you know. I have read the will.” 

“Oh! you think you have got me between the 
two, do you!“ 

1 do.“ 

“Then perhaps you are wrong. And now go 
away, and meddle no more.” 

Now I declare that in saving what I did say 
next I spoke without the least knowledge. It 
was a random shot. 

“You think,” I said, that David does not 
know of his aunt’s will. You hope that he will 
go away presently without finding out.” He 
started and changed color, and in his eyes I read 
the truth. Me thought that David would never 


find out. “So, Mr. Leighan,” I went on, that 
is in your mind. He lives alone, and speaks to 
no one; his aunt died after he went away; it is 
very possible that he does not know anything 
about it. Good heavens! Mr. Leighan, were you 
actually thinking to hide the thing from him, 
and so to rob him? Yes; to rob Mary first and 
David afterward of all this money? 

„What business is it of yours?“ he asked. 

“Very good; J shail tell David.” 

“Oh! if I were thirty instead of seventy, I 
would—” he began, his eyes flashing again with 
all their ancient fire. 

„shall go to David, Mr. Leighan. If, as I 
believe, he knows nothing about it, you will see 
how he will receive the news. Yes, vou shall 
be between the two; you shall choose between 
David and Mary.” 

Yes, I had stumbled on the exact truth as ac- 
cidentally as I had stumbled on the canvas bag. 
David did not know, nor had his uncle chosen to 
inform him—though he was certain from his talk 
that he did not know—of his aunt's will, deeply 
as it affected him. And I am now quite certain 
that the old man thought that David would not 
find out the truth before he went away again, 
and so he would keep the money to himself. 

“Don’t tell him, Will,” said the old man, 
changing his tone. Don’t interfere between 
David and me; it is dangerous. You don’t know 
what mischief you may be doing. Don’t tell 
him. As for George and Mary, I will arrange 
something. They shall go on at Sidcote as ten- 
ants on easy terms—on very easy terms. But 
don’t tell David. He is a very dangerous man. 
Don’t tell him.” 

„ will not tell him anything if you will give 
Mary your consent.” 

„David will not stay here long. When he has 
got—oh dear!—when he has got some more 
money he will go away. Don't tell him.” 

“ You have to give that money either to Mary 
or to David. Choose!” I repeated. 

„Who are you, I should like to know,” he 
asked, with a feeble show of anger, that you 
should come and interfere in family matters ? 
What business is it of yours? Go away to Lon- 
don. Manage your own affairs—if you've got 
any. You are not my nephew.” 

“That is quite true. I am George’s friend, 
however, and Mary’s friend. I am going to do 
my best for both. Oh, Mr. Leighan, all your 
life long you have been scheming and plotting to 
get money and land. You think that vou have 
laid your terms so as to turn George out of his 
land; and the prize looks very nearly in your 
grasp. But David has come back ; that alters 
the aspect of affairs. You can no longer refuse 
your consent and hold that money in pretended 
trust for a man you believed to be dead. You 
must hand it over to him—the whole of it. Ido 
not know whether he cannot force you to pay 
him back the interest upon it since it has been 
in your hands. You may be quite sure that 
he will extort from you the uttermost farthing. 
Well, you have the choice. Either give your con- 
sent to Mary or prepare to treat with David. 
Why, you have said yourself, business before sen- 
timent. Here is business, indeed, before you. 
Trust yourself to the affection of your niece and 
the friendship of George, the truest man in the 
world, or else give yourself over to the deadly 
hatred of a man who desires nothing so much 
as to revenge himself upon you. Why, he has 
avowed it. He will do you—he says it openly— 
all the mischief he can.” | 

„He is doing that already. And yet—don’t 
tell him, Will—let us arrange something. George 
shall be my tenant. And when I die, I shall 
leave all my property to Mary — Foxworthy, 
Gratnor, Berry Down, and Sidcote. Think of 


that! She will be the richest woman in Challa- 
combe.“ 

No,“ I replied. “Choose between Mary and 
David.“ 


“T must have Sidcote,” he said, with a kind 
of moan. The poor man had certainly aged very 
much in a few weeks. He clutched at the arms 
of his chair, his face twitched convulsively, and 
he spoke feebly. “I have lost so much lately— 
I have suffered so horribly—you don’t know how, 
young man, or you would pity me. I have been 
punished, perhaps, because I was too prosperous 
vou don’t know how, and you can’t guess, If 
I lose Sidcote, too, I shall die. You don’t know, 
young gentleman—you don’t know what it is to 
suffer as I have suffered !” 

He looked so dejected and so miserable that I 
pitied him, grasping and avaricious as he had al- 
ways been. The ransom of his coupons, day by 
day, had entered into his soul, though this I knew 
not at the time. And now I was going to take 
away the only consolation left to him—the pros- 
pect of getting Sidcote and of keeping Mary’s 
fortune. 

I must have Sideote,” he said. 

“Then I shall go at once to David and tell 
him.” 

“T must have Sidcote. Do your worst!” he 
cried, with some appearance of his old fire and 
energy. Do your worst. Tell David what you 
please, and leave me to deal with David. I will—” 
He shook his head and pointed to the door. 

Very well, I would go and tell David. As the 
event happened, I should, perhaps, have done bet- 
ter to have kept silence. But one could not tell 
beforehand what was going to happen. 

In fact, I told David that very evening. 

He was sitting at his table, a large open book 
before him, over which he was poring intently. 
The window was open, for it was a hot evening, 
and not yet sunset. A bottle of spirits stood on 
the table, with a tumbler and a jug of cold water, 
ready for drinking-time, which I gathered would 
shortly begin. 

He looked up when he heard my step outside, 
and shut the book hurriedly. 

„What do you want here ?“ he asked, roughly. 
„Why do you come prying after me?” 
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Don't be a fool, David,“ I replied. “If you 
come outside, I will tell you why I came.” 

He hesitated a moment and then came out. 
Really, I think he looked more disreputable— 
that is to say, lower—than when he arrived in 
rags. A man may, perhaps, be in rags, and vet 
not be disreputable: he may wear them pictu- 
resquely; he may even wear them with dignity. 


Not that David was either picturesque or digni- 


fied on his arrival. Yet he looked better, some- 
how, than now, when he had been at home a 
month. Strong drink and plenty of it, the satis- 
fying of revenge and hatred, the want of work 
and exercise, had already written their evil marks 
upon his countenance, which was bloated and evil- 
looking. 

Upon my word, David,” I said, “one would 
think we were old enemies instead of old friends.” 

“Speak up, then,” he replied, his eyes sus- 
picious and watchful, as if I was trying to get 
into his cottage and steal something. Speak 
up; let a man know your business. If you had 
no business you would not come here, I take it.“ 

“It is business that may concern you very deep- 
ly,” I said. And then I told him. 

„Well,“ he said, slowly,“ I suppose you mean 
honest, else why should you tell me? Perhaps 
you've got a score against the old man too,” 

“Not I, David. I am not his debtor!” 

He never told me. He might have told me a 
dozen times.” David sat on a bowlder and began 
to turn the thing over. This wants thinking of, 
this does. So the old woman had six thousand, 
had she? She began with one, and Mary’s mother 
had one—a thousand each; and my father had 
Berry Down, and Uncle Daniel he had Gratnor. 
She lived with him, and he told her what to do 
with her money; so in forty years she made six 
thousand of it; and Mary is to have it if she 
marries with her uncle’s consent—and if she 
doesn’t, I’m to have it.” 

„That is exactly the state of - case.“ 

“If Mary marries George withdut the old man's 
consent,” he repeated, he’ll have to give me all 
that money—six thousand pounds.” 

Mary will marry George with or without her 
uncle’s consent; I can tell you that beforehand. 
She will marry him within a very few weeks.” 

“Nay,” he said; “rather than give me the 
money he’d let her marry the blacksmith.” 

“Well; I have told you.“ 

“Why,” he said, “rather than give me the 
money he’d let her marry the Devil.” 

At this point I came away, for fear he might 
try even to get bevond that possibility; and the 
mess I had almost made of the whole business 
proves, as I said before, that there is no excuse 
whatever for the best intentions. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.] 


THE SCOUT’S MISTAKE, 
By MARGARET J. PRESTON. 


1. 
“ How get them the tidings? How send them 
the word ? 
It sets all the blood in my pulses a-shiver! 
The enemy near, and they cannot have heard, 
For no one has crossed since the rise in the 
river, 


“The woods are between us; there’s storm in 
the sky; 
No rider dare venture the ford till the 
morning. 
If only they knew of the danger! Yet I 
Am helpless to give tliem a token of warning. 


„Ah! were I but young again,” sadly he said, 
„My youth in its heyday, the mettle all in it, 
No weakness to chafe me, no snow on my head, 
The filly and I would be off in a minute!” 


A stripling beside him_looked up with a flash. 
“Why, father, what matters the forest? I'll 


skim it. 
What matters how fiercely the tempest may 
dash ? 
Who cares for the river? The filly can 
swim. it. 


„Just think of the peril! My brothers are there. 
By daylight, at farthest, some signal shall 


show it. 

They must not, like panthers, be trapped in 
their lair; 

And sure as I’m living, their Colonel shall 
know it!” 
II. 

The morning broke gray. At the tap of tlie 

drum 


The corps from their briefly snatched slumbers 
were shaken. 

„From over the river some tidings have come 

A spy from some enemy near has been taken. 


“They say he was seen in the. dusk of the 
dawn, 
Just mounting the bank, at the edge of a 
thicket, 
Through which he camé galloping recklessly on, 
Not heeding or hearing the ‘halt’ of the 
picket.” 


“To the front with him!” ordered the Colonel. 
Just then 

Rode hurriedly forward a scout, with a letter. 

“ We made a mistake, sir—I—I and the men— 

No room nor no reason to kuow any better.” 


„Aha!“ and the officer eagerly read. 
“The gallant young fellow! How well that 
you brought him 
So quick with his warning!” The scout dropped 
his head— 
“A spy, sir—I thought him a spy—and—J 
shot him!” 
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DECORATION DAY. 


“A sone! a song!” the people 
In thrilling voices cry; 

The winds that dwell near heaven 
Bear up that mighty cry. 

„Our fathers and our brothers 
Won us these’ peaceful days: 

The air was thick with parting souls— 
Will no one sing their praise? 


“We bring our wreathen garlands. 
Where are the brows we crown? 
Beneath six feet of loyal earth 
We laid them sadly down. 
Yet sing the Krimsoned sabre 
That now is sheathed in rust, 
And sing the hand that dropped it 
To grapple with the dust.” 


How can we sing the ballads 
That older poets sang, 
When with the stroke that severs souls 
The singer's couplets rang! a 
These are the times of plenty: 
The barns are full of grain; 
The teamsters whistle on the road, 
The sowers in the plain. 


Our maidens start and tremble, 
But not from fear or grief— 

‘It is to hear the whispered word, 
So lasting, vet so brief. 

The children at the father’s knee 
Crowd in the eventide; 

The mother checks her work, and rocks 
The cradle at her side. 


But then the sound of battle 
Through all the land was heard, 
And the sharp crack of muskets 
Spoke with one awful word; 
And the dull thud of bodies 
Broke on the listening ear, 
And none could know where stood or fell 
Those whom they held most dear. 


Then wives were filled with terror, 
And watched with blanching cheek ; 
Then mothers in the bulletins 
Sought what they dared not seek ; 
Then brown hair streaked with silver 
Within a single day, 
And childbhe d, knowing not the cause, 
Forgot its common play. 


Four years the yellow cornfields 
With bristling spears .were bright ; 
Day saw War's smoky pillar; 
His fires flared in the night. 
Four years the dew of heaven 
Was stained with vivid red, 
And grass was green when dawn arose, 
And evening found it dead. 


The heavy feet of soldiers 
Tramped down the headed grain, 
And in the midst the hurried spade 
Made trenches for the slain; 
And in the rows where women 
The scanty seed did drop, 
Death thrust his busy sickle 
And gathered in the crop. 


Here curses breathed out anger ; 
There rose the voice of prayer ; 

Here groans at solemn midnight 
Pierced through the brooding air. 

Oh, sweet and low the boatman sings 
At rest upon the wavc! 

But sterner sounds are heard where fall 

The shackles of the slave. 


Who can forget the struggle 
That closed those dreadful years? 
Let some great poet rise to sing 
Its mingled blood and tears. 
Like cuts in living granite 
Should be his rugged rhyme, 
Nor should he sleek with well-turned phrase 
The terrors of that time. 


See, for the last great conflict 
Two mighty generals stand! 

A thrill goes through the nation, 
A hush goes through the land. 
The pestilence of war pushed wide 
Death's ever-swinging door, 
And Victory on that fatal field 
Walked ankle-deep in gore. 


Within whose grasp of iron 
Did War himself grow white, 
And drop the whip where human blood 
Had clotted in the fight? 
Answer, O grateful people! 
What grave shall bear to-day 
The heaviest load of flowers to oy 
Their fragrance through the clay? 


That was the day of triumph; 

The weary war was done, 

And banners torn to fluttering rags 
Were borne home one by one. 

Then women who had struggled, 
And never swerved before, 

Grew weak with sudden rapture, 
And wept when all was o’er. 


Then mothers folded to their breasts 

The sous that thev had borne, 

And wives were hanging on the lips 
That life-long love had sworn ; 

And words pressed from an eager heart 
Came stumbling forth and weak, 

And smiles and tears ran races 
Upon the glowing cheek. 


But in the busy city, 
And in the quiet town, 

And where the little village 
Lifts its low roofs of brown, 
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Here in a lonely farm-house, . 
With weather-beaten eaves, 
There in the settler’s cabin, 
Half hid in ivy-leaves, 


There was no sound of laughter, 
No joyous feast was spread; 

There arms were stretched to empty air 
That should have clasped their dead. 
With lips locked close and bloodshot eyes 

They struggled to be calm, 
Nor mix their broken chords of grief 
Within the nation’s psalm. 


Broad fields of grain are waving 
On battle-plains to-day, 
And clouds have parted to the sun 
That once hung thick and gray; 
Our brooks no more run crimson— 
With patient growth of green, 
God's ministers, the seasons, 
Have washed earth’s record clean. 


The hand of Time has sought us, 
And dried the hanging tear; 

The gifts of peace have filled the horn 
Of every passing year; 

The sword hangs idle on the wall, 
The gun rusts in its p e 

And wrinkles seam with gashes 
The veteran’s scar face. 


The years glide on like waters when 
The river seeks the sea, 

And each one finds us lapped in calm, 
And each one leaves us free. 

Fringed round with seas, our borders 
Hem in a land of homes; 

On many a ship from many a land 
The glad self-exile comes. 


But let our thoughts go backward 

To those who fought and bled; 
Let blessings cheer the living, 

And tears fall for the dead. 
With trumpet and with bugle 

We sound the martial call, 
And in the roll of honor 

We write and cherish all. 


From every town and hamlet, 
From every city’s din, 

From where the harbor beckons 
The vessels to sail in, 

From up the white-clad mountain 
That bayonets the star, 

From out the last chinked cabin 
Whose fire-light gleams afar, 


Whose grass is earliest green, 
And where on mound and hollow 

The first sweet flowers are seen; 
We bring the breathing roses 

That move the lips of spring; 
Heart’s-ease for hearts that are at rest 

With careful hands we bring ; 


Long sprays of scented arbutus, 
And every bud beside 


That May sticks in her kirtle 
We search for far and wide. 

And maidens, marching two by two 
With slow and reverent tread, 

With light hands strew them on the tomb 
Where sleeps the valiant dead. 


The service now is ended, 
The solemn prayer is done; 

The folk along the homeward path 
With tender thoughts are gone. 

God grant our land long quiet 
Between her girdling seas; 

And may our future springs adorn 
No soldiers’ graves but these ! 

Curtis May. 


MEXICO REVISITED, 


Ir is now six years since I first set foot in 
Mexico. What has happened in the mean time? 
How have the many new enterprises of that day 
of stirring activity resulted? How have the san- 

ine expectations then entertained been justi- 

by the facts? The chief field of inquiry, of 
course, is the railroads: The great Mexican Cen- 
tral has been completed throughout its entire 
length of 1224 miles. It was built at the rate 
of more than a mile a day, and finished in March, 
1884. Thus in seven days from New York, at a 
cost of $125, or in two days and thirteen hours 
from the frontier, at à cost of $52, you are at the 
capital. Perhaps the capital should be sought 
at once, and all the minor places left for the 
return, on the principle of not spoiling the main 
feature of the banquet by an indulgence in 
preliminaries, 

The Mexican National Railway has built 497 
miles of its main line, leaving but a moderate 
gap between its two sections, which those with a 
little taste for adventure can easily cross by 
stagecoach. It has also built 225 miles on its 
branches, The charter of the Mexican South- 
ern — General Grant’s road—has been suffer- 
ed to lapse. The Morelos road has gone on 
some miles beyond Cuautla to Yautepec, and a 
northern division to the neighborhood of Irolo. 
From Irolo a railway is now open to Pachuca, 
and the day of the joint-dislocating diligencia 
thither is past. President Diaz, in his latest an- 
nual message, announces that the International, 
from Piedras Negras, will reach Lerdo before the 
end of the year. The Tehuantepec ship-railway 
project, set back by the recent death of Captain 
Eads, will perhaps not easily find another so en- 
thusiastic promoter. The remaining enterprises 
remain about tn Malu There are now in 
the neighborhood of four thousand miles of rail- 
way constructed in the republic. 

It has to be confessed that the American 


* 
railways in Mexico have not yet proved 80 - 
itable an investment as was expected ; 

for many they have been very unfortunate. 

The effect of the railways on the country itself 
has been as yet chiefly in the direction of adding 
stability to the government, and security to life 
and property. As a pacifying influence they 
have justified all that was claimed for them. 
Had ion no other result than this, Mexico must 
esteem them worth far more than they have cost. 

What fascinating excursions are now open to 
the traveller by railway! I envy him with a sort 
of retrospective jealousy in looking on at his 
happier lot. Without taking into account the 
through line at all, but only going by sea as for- 
merly, you can contrive, by a few simple connec- 
tions, to cover in a brief time and at a small ex- 
pense what would once have meant a costly jour- 
ney of months. Leaving the city of Mexico by 
the National, you reach Toluca, Acambaro, Mo- 
relia, and Patzcuaro. in fertile Michoacan. At 
Patzcuaro you may take a turn on the lovely lake 
in a new American steam-boat. Return to Acam- 
baro, turn north to Celaya, connect there with 
the Mexican Central, and return to town th 
Queretaro, San Juan del Rio, Tula, with its Toltec 
ruins, and Huehuetoca, with the great drainage 
cut of Nochistongo. Take the short excursions 
around the capital, the ones to Amecame- 
ca, and down into Tierra Caliente at Cuautla, and 
again to charming Cuernavaca by diliyencia, for 
an example of that kind of travelling. With all 
this, and the usual sights to be seen along the 
line from Vera Cruz, you have had variety of 
climates, races, costumes; you have had agri- 
culture, mines, aboriginal antiquities, volcanoes, 
Spanish architecture—everything, in short, most 
interesting and characteristic in Mexico. 

Then there are the jaunts from our own fron- 
tier. How easily may a tourist on the Southern 
Pacific road run down to Guaymas, or a day or 
two on the National from Laredo, or on the Cen- 
tral from EI Paso, or joining the two latter, by 
stage-coach from Saltillo, with its bold and love- 
ly scenery and historic associations of the Mexi- 
can war, make the complete circuit! Whoever 
can do no more than this will bring away an en- 
during source of pleasant memories for himself, 
and will henceforth form a part of that intelli- 
gent body of public sentiment which must be 
depended upon to counteract the turbulent class 
always fomenting troubles on the border. 

Mexico has become meanwhile a much safer 
country to travelin. No military guards are em- 
ployed along the whole line of the Mexican Cen- 
tral, and even those on the Vera Cruz road are 

of as only “an antiquated survival.” 

It is also a much easier country to travel in, in 
numerous minor ways. You are now met on your 
arrival at the capital by express agents, who will 
see your baggage through the cus m- house, and 
deliver it in any part of the city, and there are 
express offices of Wells, Fargo, & Co. throughout 
the republic. A new American hotel has been 
built around two sides of the old convent garden 
of San Francisco. It is not yet the gorgeous 
structare of the early visiona but travellers 
of distinction stop there, and at the worst it could 
hardly fail to be an improvement on the old ones. 

Inland postage, once almost prohibitory, has 
been reduced to a uniform rate of ten cents per 
quarter of an ounce, and the carrier system for 
delivering letters has been introduced. Electric 
lights and telephones have come into use, and the 
tall poles with great lights dominate the central 
plaza, much as in Union Square, New York. 

The Jockey Club, its membership chiefly made 
up from the old and wealthy families, is one of 
the later features of life at the capital. Its brief 
career has been signalized by some fashionable 
duels and other episodes, one or two of which 
have gained an international prominence. As 4 
social club it is prosperous, and the first in the 
city ; but owing to lack of enterprise in entering 
new horses, its races have declined in interest, 
They are not now well attended, and the last 
spring meeting was a failure. Another and very 
regrettable form of entertainment has s up 
in the revival of bull-fighting in the Federal Dis. 
trict. The prohibitory law in force since 1867 
was repealed last winter, and two bull-rings have 
been sct up, one at San Rafael, not far from the 
station of the Mexican National, and the other in 
the Plaza del Mercado. Fifteen per cent. of the 
gross receipts goes to the municipality. It is 
pleasant to be able to report, however, that where- 
as both were well patronized every Sunday at first, 
they already show grave symptoms of decline; 
they have pooled their interests, and are now open 
on Sundays. 

t cannot be said that the d 
Jem has advanced much — — an 
American company undertook it in 1882, but for- 
feited its charter through inability. to file the 
requisite bond. Next the federal and municipal 
governments took hold of it in partnership, but 
they tired of it, and have again offered it to com- 
petition. The plan after which work is at pre- 
sent being pursued is that of reopening an old 
tunnel, commenced in the last ceutury, leading 
through the mountains northwest of the city. 
The cut of Nochistongo has been abandoned. 
Critics write to the newspapers that this plan 


ble; indeed, general 
cism is made that all plans alike are impracti- 
cable, and that drainage will dry up the 
and cause the buildings to tumble down, Tak 
it in all its aspects, after these three hand 
years of effort, it is as difficult a question as a 
community is often called upon to face; Mexicu 
is unlucky in having several such that are almost 
too much for her. 

I recall, smiling now, some of my early experi- 
ences in gaining information about the drainage, 
among other matters. I had met, at the house of 
a Mexican gentleman of wealth, an engineer who 
professed that he would have great pleasure in 
putting what he knew of it at my disposal. I 
called upon him. He was absent, but his wife 
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8 for him a few days ahead. 
When I called to keep it he was again absent; 
but this time the wife—she was perhaps of French 
extraction, at least she always preferred to speak 
French—said, with a shrewd air: My husband 
would like very much to tell you about the drain- 
age” (and she implied that his know of it 
was immense), if you would pay him well for it. 
Why do not you form a company ?” she added, 
vivaciously ; “he would be very glad to be em- 


ployed as your neer.” 

Needless to say that I ed elsewhere. Fan- 
cy a New-Yorker of g asking a foreigner, 
whom he had met socially, to pay him for giving 
a few points about the Erie Canal or the Croton 
Aqueduct ! 

I do not cite this as an instance of the man- 
ners of the Mexicans; the old Castilian courtesy 
still lingers; it only shows that a boorish pro- 
vincialism is yet to be found in very unexpected 
quarters. 

The National Museum has been rearranged, 
and its collections rendered much more accessi- 
ble. The tone of antiquarian science, in the mean 
time, tends to disturb many fond illusions to 
which we have long been wedded. It is particu- 
larly severe upon Prescott. Bandelier would re- 
duce Mexico to a like those of the Zufiis, 
and the life-and-death struggle of Cortez with the 
myriads at Otumba from a battle like that of 
Alexander at Arbela or the Granicus to a petty 
Indian ambush. It is held that Cortez magnified 
his exploits to obtain favor at court, and escape 
punishment for his disobedience. Against this 
may be urged that the numerous enemies of Cor- 
tez could easily have exposed such pretensions, 
and had every motive for doing so. The di 
ancy between his claims and the actual facts as 
now allowed was so prodigious that it could not 
possibly have escaped detection. 

M. Charnay, however, sent out by the French 
Society of Americanists and Mr. Lorillard, of New 
York, is an explorer of a far less skeptical turn. 
He tells, among other things, that the two leading 
Mexican antiquarians, Chavero and Orozco y Ber- 
ra, would not go out to Teotihuacan to sée his ex- 
cavations; and says, The greater part of the 
modern Mexican authors... have spoken of the 
ancient monuments after the accounts of foreign 
travellers and by hearsay, but how many of them 
have themselves ever visited the distant ruins of 
their country ?” 

Mexico has become also a country of guide- 
books, The two principal ones differ so greatly 
in all matters of figures that, in default of a chap- 
ter on the comparative value of authorities, they 
can give but little satisfaction to the practical in- 
N Thus one gives the population of Vera 

at 20,000, the other at 10,000 (my own in- 
formation, from residents on the spot, puts it at 
17,000), and the same discrepancies continue 
throughout. 

An event of decided literary importance has 
been the appearance of the large volumes on Mex- 
ico of Bancroft’s great History of the Pacific 
States, The style is bad, and the philosophy not 
profound, but it is a veritable mine of material, 
which may yet perhaps be worked over to better 
advantage. Its bibliography contains an amazing 
list of books. A single brief chapter is often 
followed by several finely printed of refer- 
ences. In the portion relating to the Mexican 
war it abuses our own country, as is the fashion 
of most later writers, and stands by the defeated 
nation. This is a fault of the chivalric sort, but 
it begins to be high time to say a word on the 
other side. 

But among the books, I know of none mani- 
— a more enlightened and friendly spirit 
toward the Mexicans, though it is severe in certain 
ways, than David A. Wells’s brief of Mezico. 
Mr. Wells proposes the one practical solution I 
have met with for the almost insuperable diffi- 
culties of Mexico, namely, that the United States 
should guarantee for a short time a low inter- 
est upon its national debt. The plan, however 
strange, is based —_ grounds of self-interest 
and of duty, for which I beg to refer the reader 
to the volume itself. 

The truth is that the troubles of Mexico move 
in a vicious circle, al] mutually increasing one 
another. A disturbed state of society has both 
checked uction and made necessary a large 
army. large army means heavier taxes, 
while the ability to earn them has diminished. 
The -diffieulty of raising money induces the gov- 
ernment to put on the screws in new ways, and 
to employ parsimony toward its inferior public 
servants. This leads to smuggling and official 

orruption, depleting the already scanty revenue, 
tends to throttle what little productive industry 
remains, and kindles anew the blaze of revolt. 

y through these causes, and partly as a tra- 
dition from the old Spanish domination, Mexico 
is cursed with the worst system of extortionate 
imposts known to civilized nations. Tribute is 
levied not only at the coasts and frontiers, but 
at the borders of every state, and again at the 
gates of every town and vill No real pros- 
perity can be looked for till this is got rid of, and 
ai: enlightened system of taxation is put in its 
place. But in the mean time the country needs 
the money, and how is this to be done? Now 
that peace is assured, let us consider whether we 
should not do a servive so slight, as far as we are 
— and of so great importance for our 


that 2 be have well en- 
upon ven nee any govern- 
ment has been 4 thing 
not only unprecedented, but never even remotely 

roached, since 1810, It is true that another 

ion is approaching, and mutterings are heard 
against the rule of Porfirio Diaz, but these do not 
seem likely to be effective. The Constitution 
has just been amended to allow of his re-election, 
and he will probably keep his pacific, if dictato- 
rial grasp upon power as usual. Anywhere else 
this would seem slightly illogical, as he secured 
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his place originally by wading through seas of 
blood on a campaign of “no re-election!” But 
the Americans have got into the habit by this 
time of taking Mexico much in her own way, and 
not expecting her to square too rigidly to precon- 
ceived notions. As long as the peace is not bro- 
ken, the present friendly leanings will not be dis- 
turbed. The advent of more truly representative 
institutions will be awaited in contentment with 
the establishment of a better economic system. 
Wiuuiam Henay Bisnor. 


JOHN W. DAVIS, 


Jonx W. Davis, of Pawtucket, is the first Dem- 
ocrat elected to the office of Governor in Rhode 
Island for very mauy years, and his election was 
due to an independent revolt in the Republican 
party against the management of the “ machine” 
under the lead of CARS R. Brayton. This 
revolt was incited by the action of the Legisla- 
ture last year in creating a State constabulary 
force to execute the prohibitory liquor law, and 
choosing Brayton as the chief of the force. 
Brayton was not only regarded as one of the 
most active and least scrupulous of the so-called 
“ring” managers, but had been charged with 
embezzlement of the public funds as Postmuster 
of Providence. Moreover, the purpose of estab- 
lishing the State constabulary and placing him 
at its head was alleged not to be so much the 
enforcement of the liquor law as the increase of 
his power and opportunities in controlling party 
action. The dissatisfaction among the Repub- 
licans with the conduct of last year’s Legislature 
became very outspoken when the canvass of the 
present year was opened, and found an aggressive 
and fearless organ in the Providence Journal, the 
leading newspaper of the party in the State. The 
renomination of Governor WETMORE was vigor- 
ously opposed, on the simple ground that it was 
the work of Brayton and the “ring,” and in- 
tended as a means of confirming their control. 
The Democrats at their Convention early in March 
nominated Mr. Davis as their candidate for Gov- 
ernor, and he received the support of many inde- 
pendent Republicans, and the result of the con- 
test was his election by a clear majority of a lit- 
tle less than 1000, and the defeat of most of the 
Republican ticket. 

Mr. Davis is a native of Rehoboth, Massachu- 
setts, but removed to Providence in 1844. A few 
years later he engaged in business as a grain 
dealer, and has continued in it ever since. Many 
years ago he served on the Democratic City Com- 
mittee of Providence, and has several times been 
a member of the State Committee of the party, 
but he has acted rather as a counsellor of the 
party than as a seeker for office. About ten 
years ago he removed his residence to Pawtucket, 
retaining his business in Providence. In 1882 
he was elected to the Town Council of Pawtucket, 
and chosen as its presiding officer. In 1884 he 
was a candidate for the State Senate, but though 
defeated on that occasion, he was again nomina- 
ted the following year, and was elected by a de- 
cisive majority over Henry B. Metcatr, Republi- 
can. The same year (1885) he was again chosen 
President of the Town Council of Pawtueket, but 
resigned on account of dissensions in the Board. 
Last year he was again elected to the State Sen- 
ate, and took an active part in efforts to perfect 
the liquor law which an amendment of the Con- 
stitution required the Legislature to pass, but op- 
posed the establishment of a State constabulary. 
Last October he was appointed appraiser of for- 
eign merchandise for the district of Providence. 
In a speech replying to congratulations for his 
election as Governor he counselled moderation, 
and recognized the fact that it was not a party 
triumph, but a protest against vicious political 
methods. Mr. Davis will be formally inaugurated 
as Governor on Tuesday, the 31st inst. 


SPRING AUCTION SALES IN 
THE COUNTRY. 


Ir is an event. The spring sale is something 
which breaks up the monotony of country life. 
The trees may bud, the grass carpet the fields, 
the orchards be snow-white with blooms, but this 
is not spring in all her blushing beauty without 
the sale. A spring sale can be counted upon. 
Human mutations and accidents are as certain 
to come as the seasons. Jabez, old Jabez, who 
was known in the country, man and boy, for the 
last three-quarters of a century, who knowed 
Gineral Jackson, sir,” has been gathered to his 
fathers, and Jabez’s property is to be brought to 
the block and sold to the highest bidder for the 
benefit of his heirs; sometimes, not often, it may 
be an adventurous man who scatters his house- 
hold goods, and takes the proceeds, bent on strik- 
ing out for “ pastures new” somewhere near the 
Yellowstone. Auctioneers during the spring 
months, especially in May, have their harvest- 
time; if not in one district, it is in the next; and 
so from the beginning of April to the end of May 
sales take place. There always is a good audi- 
ence—an appreciative one—who expect an auc- 
tioneer to be amusing, and will increase their bid- 
dings with his jokes. When in a good humor 
they open their wallets. All the boys, far and 
near, are sure to be there, and if there be a school- 
house in the neighborhood, the benches are likely 
to have no occupants, A spring sale has some 
resemblance to a circus. There is always present 
the perambulating refreshment man who supplies 
homeopathic oyster soup—one oyster to the pint 
of fluid. There are cakes, candy, and chewing 
3 be swallowed, munched, and masticated. 

the boys get up a game of base-ball, and 
vigorous is the play; or two darky lads will take 
a rough-and-tumble, and “the most falls in three 
bouts” for a quarter. From a pig to a churn, 
from a yearling to a curry-comb, from the un- 
broken colt to a broken plough, all objects find 
customers. 


HARPER'S WEEKLY. 


_ When it comes to the horses excitement reaches 
its climax. How carefully the critter’s mouth is 
looked at, his legs and pelt examined! The auc- 
tioneer here is at his best. He expatiates on 
pedigrees, the past usefulness of this particular 
horse, and the possibilities of his future; and 
“Now how much is offered for him?” What 
critical examination is given to that noble animal 
the pig! There are subtle men among those rus- 
tics who will calculate the weight of the shoat to 
an ounce. Among the personages who are pre- 
sent there are always some peculiar ones. There 
is the man who never missed a sale for the last 
twenty-five years, but, as his neighbors assert, 
“never bought nothing yet.” “The one-cent 
man,“ as he is dubbed, may have been naturally 
a cpendthrift, and to-day has the hardest work to 
curb in his impulses to be extravagant; anyhow, 
as he must buy, he limits himself to any object, 
no matter what it is, providing it does not cost 
more than the one-hundredth of a dollar. “A 
collar, gentlemen, a first-rate, brand-new collar,” 
cries the auctioneer. “ Hain’t been in service, to 
my certain knowledge, six months, It’s kind of 
limp, you say, Mr. Green. Well, it was specially 
made for a high-bred hoss as had a tender skin. 
Wouldn’t fit your mule, says you, Mr. Green ? 
Just you try heron. Twenty—twenty-five cents 
—twenty-eight cents, and agin you, Mr. Green. 
Twenty-nine; thank you. It’s yourn, Mr. Green. 
I knowed it would just suit yer.“ _g 


CONSUL-GENERAL RATHBONE, 


On the 18th of May President CLEvKLaNp ap- 
pointed Jarep Lawrence Ratusons, of Califor- 
nia, to be Consul-General of the United States at 
Paris. The office is one for which there are al- 
ways numerous applicants whenever a vacancy in 
it occurs, and the present incumbent has, in his 
turn, carried it off from a crowded field of com- 

titors. He was born in Albany, of which city 
his father was Mayor during the three years, 
from 1838 to 1840 inclusive. He was a step-son 
of the late Senator Ina Harris. Appointed as a 
cadet at large at the Military Academy at West 
Point in 1861, he graduated in June, 1865, No. 
44, in a class of sixty-eight members, and was 
successively made Second Lieutenant and First 
Lieutenant in the 12th Infantry. The civil war 
was then over, but he served during that year 
and the following in garrison at Richmond, Wil- 
liamsburg, Norfolk, and Fort Monroe, in Virginia, 
and was Adjutant of the Ist Battalion of his regi- 
ment. In 1866 he was made aide-de-camp to 
General Schori at Richmond, and served on 
his staff nearly four years, first in the Depart- 
ment of the Potomac and the First Military Dis- 
trict, then at the War Department, and finally in 
the Division of the Pacific. Meanwhile, in 1869, 
he had been transferred to the Ist Artillery. In 
1872 he resigned from the army, and took up his 
residence in San Francisco. There he married 
Miss Aruxrton, of Menlo Park, and went into 
various business undertakings. He has been es- 
pecially concerned with farming, mining, and 
stock-raising, and had charge at one time, we 
believe, of Mr. Sranrorp’s famous stock farm at 
Palo Alto. He is president of the Blood-horse 
Association of California, one of the directors of 
the Union Club of San Francisco, and an honor- 
ary member of the Union Club of New York. It 
was his brother who was in the theatre box with 
President Liycotn when the latter was assassi- 
nated, and received a dangerous stab from Boorn's 
dirk. The new Consul-General has many friends 
in New York, Washington, and Albany, as well 
as San Francisco, to congratulate him on his pre- 
sent appointment. A intent in politics, he 
has never before held political office. 


BRIDGED, 


Tux swinging bridges of Chicago have caused 
more local discussions, annoyances, and accidents 


-to citizens, and impediments to the transit of 


pedestrians, goods, and vehicles than have any 
other half-dozen things in the municipal admin- 
istration of that city. The river, with its two 


branches, cuts the city into three divisions, and 


is crossed by forty-two bridges, thirty-two of 
which are travel bridges, and the remainder used 
for steam railway tracks alone. Of the thirty- 
two travel bridges twelve are crossed by street 
railroads, and two more soon will be. All of the 
bridges are swung to enable lake craft to pass in 
and out the wharves lying along the river within 
the city. They are worked by der levers (with 
three exceptions, where steam-power is employed) 
on a circular cogged track resting on a heavy 
pier in the centre of the river. The city owns 
and operates them. It was not until 1856 that 
the present system of drawbridges was intro- 
duced and made to work successfully. Since 
then every alternate street in the heart of Chica- 
go has been provided with one of these annoying 
necessities. 

For years these bridges were the source of un- 
ceasing trouble. There was no enforced regula- 


tion for opening and closing them, and not infre- 
quently thousands of anxious citizens and hun- 


dreds of vehicles would be kept waiting the 
pleasure of a bridge-tender, who would keep the 
draw open from a half-hour to an hour and a 


half. Now the “waits” are better regulated by 
ordinance, which is fairly enforced, and in the 


duytime the public are less troubled than at 
night. It is required that bridges shall be closed 
between 6.30 and 7.30 A. u., and from 5 to 7 f. u., 
when the tide of travel is the highest. Between 
7 a.m. and 5 p.m. a ten minutes’ swing only is al- 
lowed, After 7 p.m. vessels have it their own 
way; unfortunate and tardy theatre-goers may 
lose half the play, or get over the river long after 
midnight on their way home. 

The artist has caught a bridging scene at its 
flood tide, when pedestrians, street-cars, trucks, 
and public vehicles are awaiting the turuing of one 


of those swinging affairs which have done so much 
to test the patience and the profanity of Chi- 
cagoans. The perplexing frequency of this in- 
terruption by day, and its more than provoking 
regularity at night, have brought the bridges to 
the lowest depths of disrepute. Happily there is 
now a measure of relief from this condition of 
things: still it is but comparative. 

Accidents have been numerous; horses with 
vehicles have been swung out with a bridge; 
there being no safety gates at either end, the 
animals have backed off into the river. So also 
at the approaches, where there are no gates, frac- 
tious horses have plunged into the stream. Once, 
at night, a hose-cart, racing to a fire, was driven 
straight into an open draw. The only signal of 
the opening, after dark, is a red light, often mis- 
leading. 

The swinging bridges of Chicago are not equal 
to the present and growing demands of public 
transit. The tunnel experiment has failed; it 
only remains to cover the river, use it as a sewer 
only, raze the approaches, and have level streets 
froin one division to another. 


— 


THE ENLARGED HORIZON 
MOON. 


Br RICHARD A. PROCTOR. 


Born the sun and the moon when they are 
near the horizon seem to look larger than when 
they are high above the horizon. Many suppose 
that these bodies really look larger near the 
horizon than when high above it; and because 


* the word “ look” thus used is rather doubtful in 


significance, this is in one sense true. But many 
think it true in every sense. We must therefore 
define the meaning of the word “look.” Take 
two cases in which it is used. The moon looks as 
large as the sun; the moon near the horizon 
looks larger than when riding high in the 
heavens. Here the same word is used, but in 
entirely different senses. To indicate the dis- 
tinction, take some familiar object of known 
size, and note how the same word can be applied 
to such an object in both the senses we are con- 
sidering. Thus we may say that man at the end 


, of the street looks as tall as that house half a 


mile away; and we may say that man looks like 
a giant beside Tom Thumb. In one case we 
mean that the man’s height really subtends a 
visual angle as large as that subtended by the 
height of the house; in the other we do not re- 
fer to the visual angle really subtended by the 
man’s height, but to the false idea conveyed to 
the mind that the man is much above the aver- 
age height (though he is not really so), because 
of his proximity to a dwarf. We shall use the 
word “look” in what follows with the former 
significance, and to express the latter we shall 
use the expression “seems to look.” Thus we 
should say, the moon looks as large as the sun; 
but instead of saying the moon near the horizon 
looks larger, we say only that she seems to look 
larger, than when she is high above the horizon. 
For, as a matter of fact, in this sense of the verb 
“to look,” the moon does not look larger nearer 
the horizon, but in reality rather smaller, than 
when she is high in the heavens. 

The matter should be tested by experiment. 
This is very easily done, Attach a disk of card 
half an inch in diameter at right angles to one 
end of a rod five feet in length, and divided by 
suitable marks into five feet, the foot farthest 
‘from the projecting card being divided into inches. 
‘On some night when the full-moon is near the 
horizon (rising), direct this rod toward her, the 


card disk being at the end farthest from the eye, 


and note carefully where the eye has to be along 
the inch-divided part of the red that the moon 
may just be hidden by the card. It will be found 
that the eye must be near the mark indicating 
four feet seven inches from the card. (Of course 
the distance varies slightly in different lunar 
months, because the moon’s path around the 
earth is eccentric, and her distance therefore va- 
riable; but this does not affect the observation 
we are considering.) Now wait a few hours till 
the moon is high above the horizon, and then re- 
peat the experiment. It will be found that the 
card disk hides the moon when the eye is at ap- 
preciably the same distance from the card. If 
the observation is very carefully made, with ap- 
pliances for rendering it precise and accurate, it 
will be found that the eye has to be a trifle near- 
er the card when the moon is high than when she 
is low, showing that the moon when high looks 
rather larger or is rather nearer than when she 
is near the horizon. For the comparatively rough 
observation we are considering, however, this point 
need hardly be noticed. It is true that when the 
moon is overhead she is nearly four thousand 
miles nearer to us than when she is close to the 
horizon ; and this full difference (not usually ob- 
tained, because it is only in low latitudes that the 
moon is ever seen at the zenith) would amount 
to somewhat less than the sixtieth part of the 
moon’s distance, or to nearly an inch difference 
of distance where, as in our experiment, we have 
the moon represented by a half-inch disk, and 
four feet seven inches to represent the moon’s 
distance. Our experiment, however, is not meant 
for fine measurement, It simply serves to prove 
convincingly that the moon does not really look, 
but only seems to look, larger when near the ho- 
rizon. 


We have to explain, then, why when the moon 


is low down she seems to look larger, though in 
she does not look larger, than when she 


reality 
is high above the horizon. t to say that the 


moon seems to look larger is equivalent to saying 
that she seems to be nearer (observe that to say 


that the moon looks larger—as she does when 

rigee—is equivalent to saying that she is nearer 
— low than when high. And we shall have 
fully explained the illusion if we can show a rea- 
son for the idea of greater proximity being sug- 
gested. A familiar explanation has been that 


387 


when the moon is low intervening objects enable 
us to estimate better her real size. Undoubtedly 
there is something, though not everything, in this 
explanation. The idea of the child or of the sav- 
age about the moon is that she is from about a 
foot to about a yard in diameter. A child will 
usually give a distance of about a foot, a wholly 
uneducated grown person a distance of about a 
yard, for the moon’s diameter. Now when the 
moon is seen on the horizon near a house or tree, 
and looking considerably,larger than either, the 
mind even of the child or savage is convinced at 
once that the moon is much more than a yard in 
diameter. And the idea is naturally conveyed 
that the moon is much larger than she had seem- 
ed when high above the horizon. The idea of 
greater proximity is not conveyed in this way, for 
the very nature of this explanation requires that- 
the moon should seem changed in actual volume. 
Indeed, every one who can recall the ideas of 
childhood in this matter will remember that the 
moon on the horizon had a swollen look, as if ex- 
ded somehow beyond her usual dimensions. 
But there can be no doubt that the phenomenon 
is chiefly due to another cause. To all of us, what- 
ever our knowledge of the real fact may be, the 
arch of the heavens over our heads appears to be 
somewhat flattened—whether the sky is clear or 
clouded—in such sort that the region overhead 
seems to be much nearer than the parts near the 
horizon. The amount of apparent flattening va- 
ries with different persons, but the average idea 
is that the part of the sky near the horizon is 
about four times as far away as the part of the 
sky immediately overhead. It is noteworthy that 
while this view is never correct, it errs in one way 
when the sky is clouded, and in precisely the op- 
posite way when the sky is clear; for when the 
sky is clouded the under surface of clouds bound- 
ing our view (assuming the clouds to form a layer) 
is very flat, while when the sky is clear the dome 
of the heavens must be regarded as a hemi- 
sphere. Now it is clear that as the moon is set 
mentally on the sky there must be an expecta- 
tion—conscious or unconscious, it matters not 
which—that when in her course she reaches that 
part of the sky which seems farthest away, she 
will look smaller than when she is high above the 
horizon, or on a part of the sky which seems near- 
er. As a matter of fact, she looks no smaller. 
That the mind should translate this, which really 


means no more than that the moon looks larger 


than was expected, into the impression that she 
looks larger than she really does, is akin to many 
of the mistakes into which the mind falls in vari- 
ous forms of illusion. } 


WILLIAM H. MACY, 


A VENERABLE figure, familiar and honored in 

the business and the benevolent walks of New 

York, has just been removed in the death of Mr. 

WILLIAM H. Macy, which occurred on the 18th 

of May, at his house, No. 40 East Twenty-first 
Street. Born in Nantucket, November 4, 1805, 
the son of Captain Joman Macy, a mariner aud 
well-known member of the Macy family of that 
island, whose ancestors were among the early 
English settlers of New England, he came to 
New York at the age of eighteen to seek his for- 
tune. Like his father and his family for gener- 
ations, he was of the Society of Friends, and 
through his father’s acquaintance secured a sit- 
uation in the office of Sanuk Hicks, the South 
Street shipping merchant. Promptly on coming 
of age he began business for himself as a com- 
mission merchant in Front Street, and his father 
joining him soon after, the new firm was known 
as JosiaH Macy & Son. About the same time, 
in 1827, he married Exiza L., the daughter of 
Sirvanus F. Jenkins, of New Yoik city. After 
sixty years of married Jife, his wife survives him; 
as do four out of the eight children born to them. 
Two of these four are sons, Witttam H. Macy, 


Jun., a Broad Street merchant, and Sirvanus J. 


Macy, of Rochester, at one time President of the 
Sodus Bay and Southern Railroad. 

Thus early established in his business and his 
home life, Mr. Macy began a career which for 
threescore years was distinguished for industry, 
integrity, and success. Elected a member of the 
Chamber of Commerce more than half a century 
ago, he soon became its Vice-President. He was 
made a director of the Leather Manufacturers’ 
Bank, and thereafter its Vice-President. He be- 
came a director also of the National Bank of 
Commerce, a director of the Second Avenue Rail- 
road, a director in both the National and the 
City fire insurance companies, and a trustee of 
the Atlantic Mutual Insurance Company. Of the 
United States Trust Company he was Vice-Presi- 
dent. But his most widely known public posi- 
tion was that of President of the Seamen’s Bank 
for Saviugs, which office he held up to his death. 
He had been made a Trustee of the institution 
nearly forty years ago, in 1848, Vice-President in 
1851, and President in 1863, serving in the latter 
capacity until 1867, and in 1872 he was again 
chosen President. 

His selection for so many corporate offices of 
responsibility and trust indicates the appreciation 
of his probity and his business capacity by those 
associated with him. A like testimonial to his 
sound judgment and his uprightness of character 
is to be found in his selection as trustee or ex- 
ecutor under many wills. He was President of 
the New York Hospital, the Society for the Re- 
lief of the Ruptured and Crippled, the Blooming- 
dale Asylum, and the Seamen’s Cemetery Asso- 
ciation. He was a trustee of Roosevelt Hospital, 
and of the Children’s Aid Society. As a member 
of the Society of Friends he was active in its good 
work, and worshipped at the meeting-house in 
Rutherford Place. He took a just pride in his 
old-time ways, in his activity, in his punctuality 
at the many appointments which his wide series 
of business and charitable interests required of 


him, and was a fine type of the honorable and 


useful citizen. 
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THE LATE WILLIAM H. MACY. 
(Sex Paes 387.) 


« Puotoorara sy Pace 387.) GENERAL AT PARIS.—(See Paee 387.) 
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TRYING HIS GAIT. 


HARPER'S WEEKLY. 
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Nt THI THE ONE CENT MAN, GOING HOME. =~ 
SOUND AND ALL RIGHT 


MAY 28, 1887. 


‘ A SPRING AUCTION IN RURAL PENNSYLVANIA.—Darawn sy H. M. Wu arrer Surren sy B. McCorp.—[See Pace 387.] 
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CLEAR THE WAY 


Without loss of time, when the intestinal canal is 
blocked up by reason of constipation, chronic or 
temporary. It should be borne in mind that this 
ailment is prone ta become lusting and obstinate, 
and breed other and worse complaints. Hostetter's 
Stomach Bitters is the precire remedy to remove the 
obstruction effectually, but without drenching or 
weakening the blockaded bowels, a consequence al- 
ways to be apprehended from the use of violent lax- 
atives, which are among the most pernicious of the 
cheap nostrums swallowed by the credulous and mis- 
informed. The flat of experience, and of the medical 
fraternity, sanctions the claims of this standard «pcri- 
ent. Not only as a eource of relief and permanent 
regularity to the bowels, liver, and stomach, but as 
a means of remedying and preventing kidney and 
bladder troubles, and fever and ague, it is without a 
peer. —[Adr.] 


For all mental and physical debility, nervous ex- 
Wholond, aud lack of tone in the system, use Thurber, 
land, & Co.'s Restorative Wine of Coca. Ado.) 


ADVICE TO MOTHERS. 

Mas. Wixetow's Soornimme should always be 
ased for children teething. It soothes the child, soft- 
ens the gums, allays all pain, cures wind coli and is 
the best remedy for diarrhea. Wc. a bottle.—[Adv.] 


— — — 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


GOLD BAKER ER's 1878. 


Cocoa, 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more economi- 
cal, costing less than one cent a 
cup. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, easily digested, and 
} admirably adapted for invalids as 
well as for persons in health. 
Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


V. BAKER & C0., Dorchester, Mass, 


THE CENUINE 


Horr’s Mal: ETraltt. 


THE FAVORITE 


TONIC and NUTRIENT, 
Physicians since 1847, for 


DYSPEPSIA, INDIGESTION, NURSING 
a MOTHERS and LUNG troubles. 


e genuine has the signature of 
JOHANN HOFF ann MORITZ EISNER 
con the neck of every bottle. 

EISNER A MENDELSON co. PHILA. 


Sol AGENTS POR THE . 5. 


ew York Depot, ti Barclay St. 


BA NJO MUSIC. 


230 EASY PIECES FOR THE 


BANJO OR GUITAR, 
EMBRACING 


MELODIES OF* ALL NATIONS. 


COMPILED AND ARRANGED FOR 


FRANK B. CONVERSE, 
Premier Banjoist of the World. 
PRICE 50 CENTS. 
Sold by Music and Book Stores. Mailed on receipt 


of price. BENJ. w. HITCHCOCK, Publisher, 
166 Nassau Street, New York. 


OVER 170,000 IN USE. 


Noted for their — of Material and 
Perfect Workmanship. 


COLD, DRY AIR. SLATE SHELVES. 


Ark ntti dealer for it; or send to us for illustrated 
catalogue. 


D. EDDY & SON, Boston (Fr), Mass. 


“ENGLISH 


STRETCHER’ NO MORE 

— BAGGY KNEES 


E. Oo. THOMPSON, IN, T=. 


OK BITTERS, THE DLD- 
est and Best Stomach Bitters known— 


unequalled for their medicinal properties, and 


for their fineness as a Te To be had in 
uarts and Pints. L. F A Jr., Sole 
Manufacturer and 8 8 Joh hn St., 
„. P.O. Box 102 


YEA-SHORE COTTAGE, for Work- 
ing Women, at North Long Branch, 
will open June 15th. Apply at the 
Young Women’s Curistian Association, 


No. 7 East 15th St., New York. | 
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Skin & Scalp 
ESTORED 


by the * 


Remedies. 


OTHING IS KNOWN TO SCIENCE AT- ALI. 
comparable to the Curroura Raunms in their 
marvellous properties of cleansing, — and 
beautifving the and in curin 12 
uring, itching, scal Ye and pim os d skin, 
scalp, and blood, with loess of 
Cutioura, the great Skin — ‘ont Coriovea Soar, 
an exquisite Skin Beaatifier, prepared from it, 
nally, and Curiovra Resoivent, the new Blood Puri- 
fier, internally, are a ~~ cure for every form of 
skin and blood disease, f —_ pale to scrofula. 
Curiovea Remepries are absolutely pure, and the only 
infallible skin beautifiere and blood purifiers. 
Sold everywhere. Price, Coriovna, 50c.; Rrsot- 
vent, $1; Svar, 2c. Prepared by the Potter Deve 
ann Curation Co., 


Boston, Mass. 
Send for „How to Care Skin Diseases.” 


HANDS 


Soft as dove's down, and as white, e, by 
using Mepioatep Soap. 


ESTABLISHED i80!. 


Best. 
Prevents the hair 
— from falling off, eradi- 
. ‘cates scurf, dandruff, &e. 
Keeps it in the must beautiful condition, and is 


warranted to cause new hair to grow on bald 
places. 


| Owe My Life. 


CHAPTER 1. 
“I was taken sick a year ago 
With bilious fever.” 

“My doctor pronounced me cured, but I got 
sick again, with terrible pains in my back and 
sides, and I got so bad I 

Could not move! 

I shrunk ! 

From 228 Ibs. to 120! I had been doctoring 
for my liver, but it did no good, I did not — 
to live more than three months. I began to use 
Hop Bitters. 

rectly m 
as as if by m 


my 
and after using several bottles, I am not only as 
eound as a — — but weigh more than 1 did 


before. To Hop Bitters I owe my 8 
Dublin, June 6, 86. t. 


my pains left me, 


** Malden, Mass., Feb. 1, 1 1, 1886. Gentlemen 
I suffered with attacks of sick headache.” 
Neuralgia, female trouble, for years in the 
most terrible and excruciating manner. 
No medicine or doctor could give me relief or 
cure, until I used Hop Bitters. 
The first bottle 
Nearly cured me;“ 
The second made me as well and strong as 
when a child, 
„And I have been so to this day.“ 
My husband was an invalid for twenty years 
with a serious 
Kidney, liver and urinary complaint. 
“Pronounced by Boston’s best physicians— 
Incurable!“ 
Seven bottles of your Bitters cured him and 
I know of the 
“ Lives of eight persons ” 
In my neighborhood that have been saved by 
your bitters. 
And many more are using them with great 
benefit. They almost do miracles ?” 
Mrs. N. D. Slack. 
How ro Ger Siox.— youreelf day and night; 
eat too much without exercise, work too hard without 
rest, doctor all the time; take all the vile nostrums 
advertined, and then you will want to know 


How ro Ger Wai which is answered in three 
words—Take Hop Bitters. 


Hardened Liver. 


Five years ago I broke down with kidney and 
liver complaint and rheumatism. 

Since then I have been unable to be about at 
all. My liver became hard like wood; my limbs 
were puffed up and filled with water. 

All the best physicians agreed that nothing 
could cure me. I resolved to try Hop Bitters; 
I have used seven bottles; the hardness has 
all gone from my liver, the swelling from my 
limbs, and it has worked a miracle in my case ; 
otherwise I would have been now in my grave. 

J. W. Morey, Buffalo, Oct. 1, 1884. 


i Write This 
Token of the great appreciation I have of your 


* * * Bitters. I was afflicted 
With inflammatory rheumatism ! ! ! 
r nearly 

Seven years, and no medicine seemed to do 
me any 

Good 

Until I tried two bottles of your Hop Bitters, 
and to my surprise I am as well to-day as ever 
Iwas. I hope 

“You may have abundant success“ 

In this great and” 

Valuable medicine : 

Anyone * * wishing to know more about my 
eure! 

Can learn by addressing me, E. M. 

Williams, 1103 16th street, Wash, D. C. 
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The JUNIOR” AUTOMATIC ENCINE, 
15, 25, AND 35 H. P. ONLY. 
The Lowest-Priced Engine in the Market. 


WELL BUILT AND 


SERVICEABLE. 


The Westinghouse Machine Company, Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Sales Department for the United States Conducted by 


WESTINGHOUSE, CHURCH, KERR & CO, 17 Cortlandt Street, I. I, Hamilton Building, Pittsburgh, Pa 


FAIRBANKS, MORSE & CO.. - Chicago, Ill. 
FAIRBANKS & (0, - - - Louis, Mo. 
PARKE & LACY, - «= I Francisco, Cal. 


UTAH & MONTANA MACHINERY C)., Salt Lake, Utab. 


IRON BAY MANUFACTURING 00. 


D. A. TOMPKINS & CO - - Charlotte, N. C 
ROBERT MIDDLETON, - - - - Mobile, Ala. 
H. DUDLEY COLEMAN, - - ew Orleans, La. 
KEATING IMPLEMENT & MACHINE CO., - Dallas, Texas, 
- Marquette, Mich. 


poox OF AL! OAMANIHA AT SARATOGA’ 


SIAH ALLEN’S 


2 
+ 


Wall, Josiah Allen would set and look at her by the 
Written the anton 


Sle 


it takes off i 


FUNNY HITS. FUNNY CUTS. Serre rn LIKE FUN. 


entirely alone. 


Philadelphia. 


FELT TOOTH BRUSH. 
— 


Having all the advantages of the old bristle Tooth 
Brush and the following advantages over same: 
More Cleanly—Perfect Polisher—No Loose 
Bristles—Non-Irritating to the Gums— 
Powdered Ready for Use—En- 
dorsed by the Profession. 

For sale by all dealers in toflet articles, or by mail 
for 60c. by THE HORSEY MFG CO., Utica, N. Y. 


R thet given to hundreds who have 
doubled their money in one to three years on 
lots bouglit of me in 


DENVER, doro. 
nt 


many of whom have never seen the lots or 
city. Nota single customer has made a losing invest- 
ment. The city presents a favorable opportunity — 
profitable investment. Shrewd observers believe 
are on the eve of a great 

REAL ESTATE BOOM. 

Mape and full description by mail. 
H. B. CHAMBER * 1664 Lawrence St., 
DENVE COLO. 


MAGIC LANTERNS 1 


uL—ůn 


FREE 
C. T. MILLIGAN 


IEBIG COMPANY’S EXTRACT OF MEAT. 
For Improved and Economic Cookery. 

T IEBIG COMPANY'S EXTRACT OF MEAT. 
Only sort guaranteed Gxnotne by Baron Liebig. 

IEBIG COMPANY'S EXTRACT OF MEAT. 
The Finest Meat-flavoring Stock. USE it for 
Soups, Sauces, and Made Dishes. 

IEBIG COMPANY'S EXTRACT OF MEAT. 

Efficient ronio in all cases of Weakness and 
___ Digestive Disorders. 

F IEBIG COMPANY'S EXTRACT OF MEAT. 
Highly recommended as a Nightcap instead of 
alcoholic drinks. 

IEBIG COMPANY'S EXTRACT OF MEAT. 
oncy with fac-simile of Baron Liebig's 
signature in bine ink acrose label. 

IEBIG COMPANY’S EXTRACT — MEAT. 
To be had of all Storekeepers, Grocers, and 
Chemists. Sole ts for the United States 


(wholesale only). da & Co., 9 Fenchurch 
— 
Sold wholesale in N JAMES P. SMITH, 
PARK & TILFORD, To ERRALL, 4 CON- 
a Mok RSSON & ROBB 8, THURBER, WHY- 


D, & CO., FRANCIS H. LEGGETT & CO.. CHAS. 
K. CRITTENTON N. W. H. SCHIEFFELIN & CU 


DINGEE & CONARD oo 
BEAUTIFUL EVER-BLOOMING 


Climbing Vine 


Poteet Ne sorts in differ- 
== and prices to 
safely by mail or express to all points. 
3 19 12 — 
varieties of 
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FROM THE SECRETARY OF THE 
OLYMPIC ATHLETIC CLUB. 


No. 93 Nassau Sr., New Tonk, May 19, 1886. 


I desire to publish my unsolicited 
appreciation of the value of AL1- 
cock’s Porous Puasters for strains, 
stiffness, etc. Having had a severe 
strain of an important muscle, and 
desiring to run in a series of ath- 
letie games, I successfully used an 
A tcock’s Porous Puaster as a 
binder, and with great relief to the 
parts affected. I have known them 
to have been successfully used by 


some of my fellow-members for. 


sprains, stiffness, and other injuries 
received while in the pursuit of ath- 
letie honors. I can highly recom- 
mend Axtoock’s Porous PLASTERS 


to all athletes. 
S. Bisnor Marks. 


THE 


Land Sale 


HICH HAS BEEN ADVERTISED IN THESE 
columns to take place on THURSDAY, June 2, at 


ATHENS, TENA. 


Differs from those usually advertised by syndicates, 
in that buyers of land are guaranteed Improvements 
that will enhance the value of their property, or their 
money will be returned with i:¢erest, at the cost of 
the Athens Mining and Manufacturing Company. 
Purchasers will not be sold fifty-foot lots at fancy 
prices, and then left to dispose of them as best they 
may, but the company will secure the location of 
manufacturing plants that will enhance the value of 
surrounding property without expense to buyers at 
the sale June . These improvements are to cont 


$500,000 

Details of the company's plan, copies of the 40 
descriptive circulars and maps of the property, and 
other iuformation may be obtained in person from— 

James T. Howard, President Hanover National 
Bank, New York. 

H. W. McElwee: Inman, Swan & Co., Cotton Ex- 
change, New. York. 

John R. DeCamp, Vice-President Metropolitan Na- 
tional Bank, Cincinnati. 

M. Durner & Co., n. e. cor. Main and Pearl Streets, 
Cincinnati. 

Chas. Mendenhall, Supt. B. & O. Express Company, 
Cincinnati. 

R. J. Fisher, Cashier First National Bank, Athena, 
Tenn. 
R. L. Bright, President ‘Tellico Iron Co., Chatta- 
nooga, Tenn. 

E. C. Pope, iron merchant, Cleveland, O. 

Or by mail by addressing 


The Athens Mining and Mannfacturing Co. 


ATHENS, TENN. 


The best History of the War that has yet appeared.— 
Boston Traveller. 


The plates of Harper’s Weekly during the War 
having been destroyed, 


HARPER’S 
Pictorial History of the Rebellion 

Is the only means of obtaining its invaluable histori- 
cal illustrations. In two splendid folio volumes, same 
size page as the Weekly, and containing 1000 of its 
famous War pictures Price for set, carriage paid, 
in bevelled cloth, $16; in Half Turkey Morocco, hand- 
some gilt stamp on side and marbled edges, $28; in 
Full Turkey Morocco, gilt edges, elegant, $85. To 
avoid deception see that books bear Harper's 
mame. In New York, Boston, Philadelphia, Chicago, 
Kansas City, St. Paul, and Minneapolis, and moat of 
the larger cities and their vicinity, we can, on applica- 
tion, show a set of the books. Sold on easy pay- 
ments. Send for Illustrated Circular to 


McDONNELL BROS., 
185 Dearborn St., Chicago, III. 


Of priceless value for preservation.—Boston Ad- 
vertiser. 
First-class Agents Wanted. 


HARPER'S WEEKLY. 


COMPAMA 


155 awd! 


ME 


199 


Piavsis_e Party (short of hair, and rupiciouy bleached, winding up a long story to Impatient 
Party on his business threshold). “In short, sir, as you see, I have led a checkered life, and—” 


Exit. 


Iupatrent Party. “Looks to me as if it had been striped too. Good-morning.“ 


ADIRONDACKS. 


Blue Mountain Lake, Hamilton Co., N. Y. 


No Malaria. 


No Hay Fever. 


PROSPECT HOUSE. 


N. Y. City address: Geo. W. Tunnicliff, Manager, 305 Fifth Ave. 


SEND FOR CIRCULAR. 


~ 
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The J. B. Williams Co., 


Do You 
Shave While Traveling? 


Travelers, or those who shave at home, will find 


WILLIAMS’ SHAVING STICK 


a CONVENIENCE and A LUXURY; unequaled in 
richness and permanency of lather, delicacy 
thing and Healing 


of perfume, and in 


qualities. 
Portable. 


Very 
Each stick in a wooden-case, neatly covered 


with red morocco leatherette. 

Ask your Druggist for it or send 25cts. in 
Stamps and receive it post-paid by mail. 
Glastonbury, Conn. 


2 * 


body 


Groves, Editor 
bas cared me 


suffering for 2 years rheumatism, 
$16 y.” 


Mrs. C. A. Ba 
Clark, of 345 
NI. 8. cured me of 


called consu 
Books on “Contagious Blood Poison” and 
“ Blood and Skin Diseases” mailed free. 


THE SWIFT SPECIFIC CO., Atlanta, Ga. 
London Office: 35 Snow Hill, E. C. 


of Jacksonville (Fia.), 
of sciatic rheu- 


every- 


n BROWN BROTHERS & Co., 


STATEN ISLAND 


BARRETT, NEPHEWS, & Co., 


—— without ripping. 


Fancy Dyeing Establishment 


5 AND 7 JOHN STREET,NEW YORK. 


DYE, CLEAN, and REFINISH DRESS GOODS and 
Send for Circular and 


Samples worth $1.50, FREE. 
2. — under the horses feet. Write Burw- 
stex’s Sarety Retn Howes Co., Holly, Mich. 


59 Walk STREET, N. . 


Bills 
available in any ps Sot the world. 
Collection in all foreign countries. 


1ercial and Travellers Credits 


22 ABMS (Artificial) with Rub- 

and Feet, Most natural, 

durable. New pat 
srovements. 


nd important ha 


lustrated of 188 pages rent New York. 
Broad 


OPIU 


, #2 Claremont Park, Boston. 


HABIT Cured withont suffering. 
y till cured, O. S. SARGENT, 


to date. MoDonnxxu BROS., C 


Wera Weekly 1861 to 2 or a 
hicago. 
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FOR A FEW DOLLARS 


You can purchase the CHESHIRE 
Waron, which is a thoroughly relia- 
ble, stem-· winding timepiece, guaran- 
teed to give satisfaction in every 
instance. It is a well-made jewelled 


movement of Ameriean Manufacture, 


and will do good service for many 
years, actual tests having shown that 
for time-keeping it is not surpassed 
by watches costing twenty times the 
money. No other American wateh 
has won its way to public favor in 
so short a time, it being recognized 
at once by experts as a meritorious 
article, and the price at which it is 
sold makes it indeed a watch for 
the people. Ask your dealer for 
CESHIRR WATCHEs, either in Nickel 
or Gold-Filled Cases. If he does 
not have them in stock write to us, 
and we will tell you how they. can 
be obtained. 


Tue CuesurrE WATCH Co., 


_Cuersutre, Conn. 


Constable KAS * 


PARASOLS, 
COACHING and SUN 


UMBRELLAS. 


STYLISH AND UNIQUE MOUNTINGS. 


19th st. 
SANIT AS? 


Nature’s Disinfectant, 


THE PINE FOREST at HOME. 
Should be in Every Household. 


100,000 LIVES 


ANNUALLY LOST IN THE UNITED STATES, 


from Scarlet Fever, Small Pox, Malaria, Dy- 
sentery, Enteric Fever, Measles, Diphtheria, 
Whooping Oongh and Diarrhea, can be saved 
by the regular use in every household of 


“ SANITAS,” THE BEST DISINFECTANT, 


which is colorless, non-poisonous, does not 
stain linen and is fragrant. 


** Actuated b same impulse which makes 

us turn our {aces warde s a freah breese we 
pa bottle of ‘Sanitas’ in sick | room.” 

Arni THomas in Eyre of Biendon. 


—“SANITAS” FLUID, OIL, POWDER, SOAPS, 


40 Cents each Preparation. 


To be had of all Druggists, and of the 


American & Continental“, Sanitas“ Co., 


(Limited.) 


636-642 West 66th Street, N.Y. 


HARPER'S PERIODICALS. 


Per Year: 
HARPER'S 


HARPER'S — ? 
HARPER’S BAZEaũuñůʒu᷑ 400 
HARPER'S YOUNG 2 00 
HARPER'S FRANKLIN LIBRAKY 

(One. Number a week for 52 weeks) 10 00 


List sent free on application. 
Postage Free to all subscribers in the United States 
and Canada. 


The most popular and successful periodicals for 
family reading ever published.—Chicago Inter-Ocean. 

There is nothing more conducive to wholesome 
pleasure, and to the creation in the family of an ele- 
vated moral condition, than the persistent use of these 
periodicals. They are as familiar as honsehold 3 
and are administered with such high humanity au 
wisdom that they constitute one of the —— eu- 
gines of civilization in existence. X. F. 


HARPER & BROTHERS, 2S, Franklin Square, N. I. 
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“TT.” 
Sur. Ves, Edward, we've got everything, I believe—but where's the baby?!” 
Hz. “Why—I gave it to you!” 
Sar. “I know, and I gave it back to you!” 
Hr. Well, by thunder! if I haven't gone and left it in the r 


Waltham 


Timing Watches. 


Wich ec Without Splie Secondst! 


and Minute Register. 


MANUFACTURED AND GUARANTEED BY THE 


American Waltham atch G. 
WALTHAM, MASS. 


THE WALTHAM CHRONOGRAPH 
combines an ACCURATE stop- 
watch for sporting, astronomi- 
cal and general scientific pur- 
poses, with a RELIABLE time- 
keeper for ordinary use. 

The mechanism to start, stop 
and fly back is of the most sim * 
and durable construction an 
independent of the other — 


of the movement. 


The Waltham Watch Factory 
is the oldest in America, 
the most extensive — best 
equipped in the world, and 
— the finest and best 


watches made. 


FOR SALE BY ALL FIRST CLASS 
JEWELERS. 


CASTORIA] 
Mothers 
Greal Medicine 


Children. 


Physicians recommend Castoriz 
Mothers rely upon Castoria. 
Children cry for Castoria. 


THIS INK IS MANUPD BY 


J. H Bomell & Co, (Limited), N. J. 


. 


YELLOWSTONE PARK 


PACIFIC COAST no ALASKA. 
Excursion Tickets via Northern Pacific R.. 


THE ROUTE, 
Will be sold from all @rincipal ts in United 


＋ Knott's Duluth — 
all Northwest Terri y toany agen 
Pacific R. R., or 2 


CHARLES S. PEE, d. P. and T. A., 


— — Weekly. r. PAUL, MINN. 
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SUPPLEMENT. 


IHE COLLISION OF THE 


40 AND “BRITANNIC.” 


On May 13 the Celtic, 5004 tons gross, left 
Queenstown for New York with 869 passengers. 
On the following Wednesday, May 18, the Bri- 
tannic, 3888 tons gross, sailed from New York 
with 480 passengers. Shortly after five o’clock 
last Thursday these two splendid sister ships of 
the White Star Line collided with tremendous 
and deadly violence, and came creeping into port 
on Sunday like lamed racers. The details are 
full of the interest inseparable from marine tra- 
gedies of the first class. 

Both boats were making good passages until 
they came together, 350 to 400 miles east of 
Sandy Hook. It was a pleasant afternoon. The 
weather was good and the sea was calm, but 
there was a fog. Captain Irvine, of the Celtic, 


says he could not see his ship’s length, and that - 


she was going half speed, with whistle blowing. 
The Britannic also was moving, say, fourteen 
miles an hour, with fog signals sounding. What 
this means at sea all can partly realize who have 
experienced the nerve-trying noise when the 
Sound steamers are blowing off steam and no 
danger is at hand. It therefore was scarcely a 
happy omen when a little girl on the Britannic 
cried, “ Mamma, look at Mother Carey’s chickens. 
I guess we are going to have an accident.” There 
was apparently no other reason than this to fear 
disaster even after each vessel heard the other’s 
signals, and the sides were thronged with those 
who thought it would be a fine sight to see the 
coming vessel pass so close. What the ships’ 
officers thought it is impossible to say, for, as 
usual in sueh cases, their lips are closed, and 
passengers tell the story. But on both boats the 
captains were on the bridge, and good men were 
on the lookout forward, with eyes and ears alert, 
making every human effort to judge distances 
and direction. But the fog baffled them, and the 
boats steadily drew together on courses nearly 
at right angles, as though either were trying to 
cross the other’s bow. 

The best estimate is that the boats were first 
visible to each other about an eighth of a mile 
apart. If amy land-lubber thinks that even then 
a disaster was unnecessary, a small piece of 
paper used in connection with a lead-pencil will 
show him that as the vessels were approaching 
each other with their united speed, they were 
bound to come together in about a quarter of a 
minute. 

“She'll give us a devil of a dig, but I don't 
just know where,” said one passenger. There 
was just time to have the thought, but scarcely 
interval enough to stir, before the Celtic thrust 
her nose ten feet into the Britannic’s steerage 
on the port quarter, rebounded and struck again. 
Short as the time was, however, the Celtic's screw 
had been stopped, and the helm had been shifted, 
80 as to make the blow a glancing one. On the 
Britannic “ Fall speed ahead” had been signalled, 
in hopes of leaving the Celtic astern. It is hard 
to see what more or different could have been 
done. To appreciate on just what trifles hun- 
dred of lives hung at that moment, it is necessary 
to consider that if the Celtic had struck even a 
little more squarely, and only one or two seconds 
sooner, she would have gone through the Britan- 
„ies engine- room, and she would have sunk like 
a pebble in a bucket, taking all on board. 

As it was, it was a terrible blow. The Cellic 
was practically shortened twelve feet at the bow. 
But she was not hurt behind her collision bulk- 
head, and no passenger was injured. But in the 
Britannic there was a hole a man could walk 
through extending below the water-line. Eigh- 
teen plates were smashed, twenty frames broken, 
and nine beams damaged. On deck there was 
an alarming amount of wreckage. From hold 
No. 4 aft, for 180 feet until the Celtic tore her- 
self free, her sturdy stem swept clear away every- 
thing it struck. The bulwarks curled like card- 
board, and davits of wrought-iron four inches 
through bent like reeds in the wind. Worse 
than all, dismembered bodies lay about, the 
wounded shrieked, the sailors busied themselves 
about the boats, and the terrified passengers put 
on life-preservers. It was a scene of rare con- 
fusion and dismay, but scarcely one of panic. 
The passengers behaved even better than some 
of the crew. Not a woman fainted, and most of 
the men were content to take their turn, but one 
boat was seized by fifteen or twenty firemen, who 
put off for the Celtic. Then Captain Perry re- 
stored order at the pistol’s mouth, and five boat- 
loads of women and children were sent to the 
Celtic. Meanwhile the captains had consulted 
with the result of agreeing that both boats were 
seriously hurt, but that neither was in immediate 
danger. The Britannic had stopped settling aft, 
showing that the water was confined to one com- 
partment. Accordingly they resolved to keep 
company toward New York, as, in case of rough 
water, either boat might need the other’s help. 
While westward bound they were overtaken by 
the Marengo and the British Queen, whose cap- 
tains stood by like good sailor men, and all four 
boats reached port together. 

To this outline it only remains to add some few 
details. The official account says “ several” were 
killed and wounded. Rev. Mr. Dervy’s estimate, 
based on personal inquiry in the steerage, is that 
twelve were killed and twenty wounded. Among 
them was the little girl who had first noticed 
Mother Carey’s chickens. Her head was cut 
off, and others’ injuries were equally shocking. 
No cabin passenger was hurt at all. While the 
seamanship and discipline were so good (with 
the exception of the cowardly firemen) that pas- 
sengers from both vessels united in a testimonial, 
it should be noted that the life-preservers were 
not handily stowed, and the boats y were 
not in condition for quick work. The sailors 
lowered the first one in eight minutes after the 
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crash, but some of the crews were so obviously 
inexpert that in case of necessity they could not 
have handled their oars with any efficiency. 

Mr. Grorar ALLEN Rupp, the artist, from whose 
sketches were made the pictures of the collision 
given herewith, contributes the following from 
his personal experience as a passenger on the 
Britannic : 


“The Britannic left her dock in this city 
promptly at the advertised sailing hour—2.30 
p.M.—on Wednesday, May 18, bound for Liver- 
pool, and carrying about five hundred passen- 
gers—about two hundred of which were first-cab- 
in. The weather was most propitious, and many, 
many heartfelt godspeeds were wished us by 
the numerous friends who had come to see us 
off. Everything went gayly on board until the 
first fog-whistle was sounded, just before eleven 
on the first evening. Many of us then gathered 
in the saloon and around the player at the piano 
murmured at this signal, and the first feelings 
of dread were indulged in; otherwise the night 
was perfectly quiet, the steamer making one stop 
of five to ten minutes about 4 a.m. Thursday, the 
cause being, as I learned, the close proximity of 
a passing steamer. All day Thursday the fog 
continued, but the ship made good time, while 
blowing constantly the whistle. The passengers 
seemed all in good spirits, and indulged in the 
usual pleasure afforded by the hurricane deck of 
one of the prince of steamers. I interested my- 
self in a study in oil-colors of this deck scene, 
and especially of the fog effect. At 5.15 P. x., as 
I was in my state-room—about leaving it—I 
heard the whistle of an approaching steamer, 
The thought of a possible collision flashed through 
my mind, but still I continued through the cor- 
ridor, intent on going on deck to finish my paint- 
ing, then half completed. In an instant came 
the crash. I rushed up the hatchway, and fol- 
lowed the officers and crowd (all intensely ex- 
cited) to the port side of the hurricane deck, and 
to the scene of the collision, which was just aft 
of the engine-rooms—the first blow producing a 
hole in the Britannic’s hull, on the water-line, 
some five feet in diameter, and into the fourth 
water-tight compartment, at the same time de- 
stroying one boat, several state-rooms, and cutting 
for six feet into the hurricane deck. The mo- 
mentum of the Celtic produced immediately 
another blow to the Britannic a few feet further 
aft, and this by far the worst feature of the col- 
lision, as it was then that some eight to twelve 
persons were killed. At this blow the nose of 
the Celtic reached fully ten feet over the hull of 
our ship, demolishing another boat, a large por- 
tion of the deck, two life-rafts, and all of the 
rails, halyards, stays, davits, and other fixings 
were ‘annihilated in an instant. Then the bow 
of the Celtic scraped off everything within its 
reach until passing our vessel at the stern, mak- 
ing a wreck some 180 to 200 feet in length, 
ruining three boats, two life-rafts, in addition to 
the still worse damage. 

“ The boats were lowered, and taking some 200 
or 300 passengers to the Celtic in a very short 
time, order was soon established. After a close 
examination of the ship by the Chief Engineer, 
which proved that the water rushing in the hole 
was confined to that one compartment, the cap- 
tain issued orders to have most of our passengers 
who had been taken to the Celtic returned to our 
ship, as the former was overfull, and at midnight 
the two ships started slowly (six knots) for New 
York, Friday morning early the tramp steamer 
Marengo came along, westward bound, and agreed 
to escort us. Later in the day the steam-ship 
British Queen, Inman Line, joined in the escort, 
and then we plodded slowly through the water, 
at intervals dense fog, retracing in three days 
what we had accomplished in twenty-seven 
hours.” 


A JAPANESE ARTEMIS. 


WE never dared dispute with Mr. Foxcote about 
Japanese art. If only he could have been in- 
duced to impart information in a less aggressive 
manner! Although I am a young woman of fair- 
ly strong nerves, he used to frighten me at times 
with his vehemence. To compare Japanese with 
European art was to insult Mr. Foxcote, and the 
mere mention of Italian Renaissance set him 
wild. 

As hard-working art students we wished to ex- 
pand our knowledge, and find out what were the 
sources of human inspiration, so we brought to 
him ivory carvings and potsherds, and laid them 
humbly at his feet, in a figurative sense, of course, 
and listened to his explanations, He never seem- 
ed at fault, and we were amazed at his erudition. 
Such perfect acquaintance with Japanese art as- 
sured us that he must have lived years in Japan. 
He had a small collection which he would show 
us, and we had to accept his vocal commentary. 
He never gesticulated, and his arms were motion- 
less. I used to think, because he always wore a 
black glove on one of his hands, that he had a 
false arm and hand. 


Mr. Foxcote was a man of fifty, with piercing | 


black eyes. It was through the father of a young 
lady attached to our class that an introduction 
had taken place, and as we always were three or 
four in a party when we called on Mr. Foxcote, 
there was no impropriety in our visits. Mr. Fox- 
cote’s salient hobbies were the absolute truthful- 
ness of the Japanese artist, his freedom from 
coarse realism, his inborn delicacy, and indomi- 
table patience. As to technical details he insist- 
ed that the Japanese were the only true workers 
in metal. We forge horseshoes, because to us 
iron is a resistant non-plastic metal. A Japanese 
deems it to be wax, parafine, and makes it 
flow.” 

I remember venturing to say here, “ Yes, but 
are they not dreadfully slow? Don’t they pot- 
ter?” Then I caught it! “Slow! See here,” 
and Mr. Foxcote rushed to a chest and drew out 


a picture on thin yellow paper. Here,“ he 
said, “is the work of a Japanese artist of the 
last century. Look at the sixty figures—all in 
life and motion. A prince is hawking, geese are 
flying, dogs barking, henchmen running, monkeys 
are scuttling up the trees. The hand and brain 
of the artist are at work in unison. Conception 
and execution are as one, and I read here on this 
little scroll the following: ‘I made this while my 
tea was steeping.’ So you see, miss, that even 
before the water on this artist’s cup was tepid 
his work was finished. Rapidity of hand can 
only arise from long, arduous, and slow study.” 
Mr. Foxcote had treated me more kindly than 
usual—had not bitten my head off—and I felt 
grateful for his leniency. 

A little while afterward, however, I caught it 
hot and heavy, having called something con- 
ventional.” Then he fired up. He asked, If 
a Japanese could prattle Italian, or an Italian 
chatter Japanese?“ Now, warming with his sub- 
ject, he declared that “ Benvenuto Cellini was a 
swashbuckler of a jeweller—a Maiden Lane, Jchn 
Street petty handicraftsman, whose Perseus was 
an abomination, who made tiaras for pretty wo- 
men, and pepper-casters for popes, and whose 
claims to art supremacy could be disputed by 
the poorest clay moulder in Japan.” Then he 
waxed hotter and hotter as he returned to “ con- 
ventionalism,” and wound up by a glowing tirade 
eulogizing the artistic beauty of Japanese wo- 
men, “Hers,” he cried, “ is the soft shade of 
the fading sunset — that subdued warmth not 
found in aggressive rose or cold blae milk.” 

I had been at work over some Japanese deco- 
rations, and was tired of fluffy birds, gawky cranes, 
blazing suns, and faded cherry blooms. “ Just 
for a contrast,” I said, “I will jumble together 
some of their swords and daggers and—yes, bows. 
I can look in at shop windows and see swords, 
and jot them down, but a bow—what is a Japa- 
nese bow like? Maybe Mr. Foxcote will show 
me one.” At once I induced a school-teacher 
friend of mine to join me, and we went to Mr. 
Foxcote, and plied him with questions about Jap- 
anese bows. 

I noticed that he was apparently surprised at 
the subject of my inquiries, and by no means as 
ready to impart information as on other occasions. 
It was only by degrees that my questions were 
answered, and at last he brought me some Japa- 
nese prints having hunting scenes. With my 
tracing-paper I soon had several designs of bows. 
Then thanking him, I was about leaving, when he 
retained us, bidding us prolong our visit. 

“Bows! bows! They recall so much. Could 
there have been a Japanese Artemis?” Then 
Mr. Foxcote seemed plunged in thought. 

“What—the sister of Apollo?” asked my 
friend, who was our source of mythology. 

“Why not? Diana was not Hellenic, but 
Asiatic. I met her once.” 

Was Mr. Foxcote daft ? We exchanged glances. 

„All my troubles came from having met her; 
all my happiness too. I have never told it. It 
happened twenty-five years ago. The busy sea- 
son in one of the Japanese sea-ports had closed. 
I had a month’s holiday. I hired a fisherman’s 
boat, and put on board of her a native man and 
a boy. I pushed out to sea. There was an isl- 
and two hundred miles distant, unknown, I be- 
lieve, to Europeans, and not given any prominence 
in Japanese geographies. My Japanese teacher 
had told me in the old time, three thousand years 
or more ago, our great rulers had turned one of 
these islands into a pleastre resort for their 
daughters. Then it had been death for any man 
to put his foot there.” 

“Is this island ever visited?“ I inquired. 

“Rarely. But do not go there; it has had an 
evil repute.” 

“* What—demons ?” I asked, smiling. The man 
shook his head gravely. 

thought it wiser not to tell my men of our 
destination. We started with a pleasant breeze 
over a summer sea, and made good headway. 
That first night out a squall burst on us, and we 
had a rough time of it. The morning broke thick 
and heavy, but with smoother water. 

„By. and-by we neared the island, and then I 
saw it was surrounded by a reef, over which the 
long swell of the ocean was breaking. I launch- 
ed our small boat, put in it some provisions, and 
took with me my heavy double-barrelled English 
ducking gun. I ordered the man to accompany 
me. He pleaded the risk of the little vessel’s drift- 
ing, and as I thought his fears well grounded, I 
bade him stay on board. I found no trouble in 
landing. It was about dusk when I reached the 
island, and saw it covered with a growth of lofty 
pines. As the sun was sinking below the horizon, 
I saw flocks of birds winging their way beyond 
the reefs, then wheeling back again to sea, in 
long lines, hesitating as to where they would make 
their night’s nest. It was the glimmer of a lamp 
in the boat which caused their uneasiness. But 
presently the light was put out, and then inward 
sped the birds. As they flew over me I let the 
ducks have both barrels, and a dozen birds fell. 
The report of my gun awakened the silence, and 
the reverberations startled me. I gathered up 
my wild fowl, then rolled myself up in my blank- 
ets and was soon asleep. 

“ When I woke I cast my eyes seaward. The 
fishing-boat was gone. I ran to the beach. My 
little ish yawl had disappeared too. I went 
to the nearest tree and climbed it. No sign of 
the boats. I was alone. There was a good chance 
of starvation. Could I keep alive until some tish- 
ing craft might land? I counted my cartridges. 

were ten. I could exist for a while on such 
small game as I might kill, but then only for a 
limited period. Probably with shell-fish I might 
eke out an existence. Was there water? I at 
once sought for it, and found a brook not far 
distant. I lit a fire, found my ducks, and I 
broiled one. I should have to explore the island. 
If there were dangers, I had better face them at 
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once. But then the boat might come in? 80 1 
waited until the next afternoon. Again at dusk 
the birds flew shore ward, but I would not shoot. 
My life might depend on my economizing my 
cartridges. I walked along the hard beach, my 
eyes scanning the sea, and then tired out, some- 
what anxious too, when night came, I went tow- 
ard the wood. 

“The evening sea-breeze blew chilly, and I 
thought it better to seek such shelter as the great 
tree trunks would afford. Fir cones were plenty, 
and my bed was soon made. There were fallen 
branches. I had been unaccustomed to the hard 
Japanese pillow, so I selected a piece of a fallen 
branch about as big round as my leg, placed it 
under my head, and went to sleep. 

“T had an uneasy night, disturbed by dreams. 
Something I thought had shaken my wooden pil- 
low. I fancied it had vibrated. I remembered 
waking once during the night, and having touch- 
ed my hard pillow with my hand to be assured 
that it was still there. When I rose with the 
sun, I found some difficulty in getting my head 
clear of my pillow. Had there been a split in 
the wood, or was it a twig that caught in my 
hair? What did I find? To my horror there 
were two arrows sunk beyond their barbs in the 
log. There they stood, those two arrows, bris- 
tling with their feathered shafts within a quarter 
of an inch of where my neck had been. Was it 
or was it not a providential escape? There 
must have been purpose in the selection of the 
mark, I argued, and the next time my life would 
not be spared. I looked over the ground care- 
fully. Between where I had been sleeping and 
the sea there was an open glade. I slowly paced 
it: Just on the margin of the sand I found the 
traces of sandals, of small feet, the clog marks 
of the Japanese. I measured the distance. It 
was fully seventy-five yards. 

“T had not long to wait. My wits were quick- 
ened by the sense of impending danger. I cocked 
my gun as I heard the hiss of some projectile in 
the air, for over the tree-tops there came, de- 
scribing long curves, three arrows, which in rapid 
succession buried themselves in the sand. Two 
of them barely grazed my head, passing beyond 
me; the third stood bolt-upright before me with- 
in an inch of my foot. 

There was something horrible in the idea of 
being a target for an invisible foe. What would 
have been the use of flight? Better an arrow 
through my breast than through my shoulders, 
All was still now. There was no sign, no move- 
ment. I thought I heard a shrill laugh to the 
left of me in the distant wood. I strode that 
way. Another arrow this time came hurtling 
along, and so close to my foot that had I taken a 
long stride it would have pinned it to the ground. 
My wits worked quickly. I would sell my life 
dearly. I would let, the Lowman have a load of 
swan-shot. Then I bethought me of my Japa- 
nese, and shouted ‘Tomodachi,’ equivalent to ‘A 
friend.’ 

At last a figure emerged from the dark woods. 
It was a woman, clad in a slate-colored robe with 
white sleeves, the sleeves looped behind the 
shoulders, exposing her arms. As she neared 
me I could see at her side a quiver bristling with 
arrows, and in her hand she held a bow. The 
bow was at full tension; an arrow was notched 
in the string. I was being stalked as deliberate- 

ly as if I had been a deer. Slowly she neared 
me, and now was so close that I could see fear- 
lessness and anger depicted on her face. I might 
have shot her. Quicker than the flight of her 
arrows would have torn my swan-shot. She was 
at my mercy. Unconsciousness of danger saved 
her from falling a riddled corpse at forty yards 
from me. Still the fixed expression of her face 
never changed. The angry glitter of her eye 
was there. Now she was within twenty paces 
of me, with her bow still bent. Then gazing at 
me intently, seeing I did not move, she slowly 
withdrew the arrow from the string and stood 
close to me. 


„J offered my hand. She gazed at it as if 


astonished. I pointed to my gun, indicating that 
if the bow was her weapon the gun was my arm. 
Still the same indifferent manner pervaded the 
woman. Now I looked at her she seemed to me 
to be of the purest Japanese type, superb in her 
carriage. The arms, bared to the shoulder, were 
faultless in their contour. The neck and bosom 
were covered by the folds of her dress. She was 
taller than all Japanese women. Her hair was a 
dark auburn—not artificially worked up, so as to 
resemble a horse-hair cushion, but great braids 
of it in natural coils surmounted her head. 
There was no flowing drapery at her feet. From 
the waist downward her silk robe clung to her 
form. Yes, a large mouth, with red ripe lips, and 
short white teeth, and a skin the color of a pale 
wheat straw, and as lustrous. She looked scorn, 
defiance at me, as if her anger had — afresh 
at my blocking the way. What might have hap- 
pened I know not, when suddenly another voice 
was heard, and presently an old man approach- 
ed. He, too, came from the wood. He bowed to 
the woman, then to me, then talked long with 
her, and after a while, taking me by the hand, led 
me through the glade, plunged into the grove, 
the woman following close behind. I felt I was 
a person under guard. When I lingered I could 
hear the vibration of the bowstring behind me. 
I felt abashed, humiliated. I still had my gun. 
By a rapid movement I could have killed the 
both. 
„„ had not far to go. Presently I saw the 
ruins of an edifice of Cyclopean construction. 
Great trees of majestic proportions grew on what 
had been the esplanade of a fortress, telling of its 
antiquity. Within a wide enclosure spread a ver- 
dant meadow, surrounded by these old walls. 
Against one blackened tower that had resisted 
time, there stood a small Japanese house. Here 


[Continued on page 396.) 
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